








She was 

a slave 

who ruled 
her masters 
with the 
exciteme 
of her 
flesh. 
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SHE HAD VIOLATED 
THE LAWS OF THE GODS. 
NOW SHE MUST PAY. 


Flame was a warrior, the strongest of her 
tribe, and a sacred priestess. But she had sought 
her own pleasure, and lost the favor of the gods, 
Soon after, her village was destroyed, her people 
captured by slave traders. All her prayers were 
useless, and though she fought long and hard, 
she too was carried off to the barracoons of the 
great slave king, Billy Go. 

Flame knew little of slavery, and nothing of 
white men, but she waited . . . waited for the 
captors to become her prisoners—slaves of her 
beauty. and her body! 
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The winner “...Sall kiss, and withe her go to grippis, 
..-my ladye with the meckle lippis.” 
The loser - “...Sall come behind and kiss her hippis, 


...my ladye with the meckle lippis.” 


John Dunbar, poet, on the 

occasion of a royal joust for the 
favors of a black beauty—Edinburgh, 
1508. 


CHAPTER ONE 


The young man pushed her away gently, but with a 
determined anguish that he tried unsuccessfully to hide. 
A sudden moisture sprang to his eyes as the din outside 
—the sharp sound of musketry, the awful boom-boom of 
the drums (now that the surprise attack had started) and 
the shrieking and wailing—came ever nearer and nearer. 
They would be here in a few moments, and then it would 
be all over. Even with her it was hopeless. He clutche 
his long double-edged knife—honed feather-sharp, thin 
and bright—and looked up into her eyes... just once 
more, and then...never more, he knew. 

“We're dead, you know,” he told her somberly. He 
began to shake and wondered whether it was the fever, 
excitement, or fear. He stared into the deep, dark pools 
of her eyes and knew that if she shook it was not with 
fear. Perhaps when they came he would be afraid. ... He 
could never let her see that. “Go!” He half-rose on his 
withered legs and scowled angrily as he pushed her once 
more, 

She remained impassive, only a flicker of sudden light 
in her eyes betraying her emotions. Then she shook her 
head. “No,” she said, her voice curiously rich and low 
as the single word issued from deep in her chest with 
a finality that made him shudder once more. 

He nodded slowly, then watched with reverence as 
she sprang to her feet and darted to the back of the hut. 
In a moment she turned, the cover loose on the basket 
beside her, and the sinuous, sleck grace of Dangbwe in 
her strong hands. 

Slowly, she walked back to him. She crouched, as 
always, so that her piled bun of shining hair would 
not touch the mud of the wattled roof. She stretched 
her arms out toward him, holding the python with: 
gentle fingers while she spoke to it in a soft and alien 
tongue, one that he only, could understand. 
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He held out one hand and felt the sudden thrill as 
the long snake, as big around as his wrist, and browner 
even, despite its yellow and white streaked pattem, slid 
across his skin and flowed up his arm. He stared at the 
swaying head, the bright needles of light in the hooded 
eyes, and the red-forked tongue flicking and flashing in 
the gloom like the sudden play of summer heat lightning 
in a lowering sky. 

While he murmured to the sacred snake—chief fetish 
of the Fon, and god of all gods—he bent his head and 
brushed his lips across the cool, hard skin. 

She nodded and swiftly slipped the loose knot on her 
flowing tunic. She swept it off her body, then placed it 
carefully on the ground at his feet. She knelt before 
him, naked now, her eyes near-shut, and her hands ex- 
tended for Dangbwe. She called softly, like the sigh of 
the morning breeze through the feathery palms.. 

In a moment, the snake was about her neck, wound 
in several bulging coils, its flattened head upright, facing 
her, the daggered tongue searching, sensing, the warmth 
of her skin. 

Her brother—for it was he alone in the hut with her 
—gazed with awe at the sight of the sacred snake and 
with adoration at the powerful beauty of his warrior 
sister. If there were magic flickering bright in the red 
and silver there in the shrouded gloom of the hut, where 
death approached swiftly from without—if the gods chose 
to speak, to show a sign, they might yet... 

She knelt tall and straight now, her lean belly sucked 
in tightly with excitement, the long muscles of her 
powerful thighs a smooth-flowing curve of fecund grace, 
her square shoulders set back, and her magnificent 
breasts arching proudly, the dark and now-distended nip- 
ples poking out like little spears rising and falling in 
invitation as she swayed and chanted. Dangbwe flowed 
down her shoulder in fluid grace, his striped head bur- 
rowing into the deep cleft of her breasts. His head 
flicked up and he seemed, for a moment, to look into 
her eyes. Then he brushed the swollen and expectant 
flesh several times with his weaving head. 

She became still now...taut, immobile. A warrior- 
goddess cast.in bronze. Dangbwe slithered down, over 
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the sturdy ribcage and the slight round of quivering 
belly. The strong thighs shifted, spread, and the moist 
heat, rich and sensual and pungent, of the woman came 
to him. It was dark there... and warm. 

A sudden sound of musketry outside and a shriek of 
pain brought a sudden movement to all of them in the 
hut. 

Dangbwe raised his head from the scented nest. The 
coils of his sleek body loosened from around her neck. 
He began to move away. 

“Nol” Her cry was one of anguish, of fear. She reached 
for him, to try to hold him, but he was gone, across the 
beaten-dirt floor like a gray wraith. She shricked and 
lunged for him, but he slid through the wattling and 
was gone, 

“The gods do not favor us,” he said softly. He rose to 
a crouch and faced the curtained door. The knife was in 
his hand now, and ready. 

“It was my doing,” she whispered. “My fault, brother.” 

He shook his head rapidly. How ridiculous, how vain 
almost, a woman could be.... He knew there was no 
one more pure—thus chosen for Dangbwe—in the whole 
tribe. And had she not gone through Kla unscathed? And 
that not one month ago. No.... There simply came a 
time when one bowed forever to the will of the gods. 

The pounding of many feet sounded outside, rising 
like thunder in the quiet evening. He peered through a 
slit in the curtain. 

“They've found us!” He turned to look once more at 
her and then was nearly bowled over as her large and 
lithe-muscled form sprang past him and out through the 
curtain. He saw the long, lethal shape of the heavy 
spear in her hand and knew that this was the moment 
of’ truth. 

A horrendous screech rent the air, a blood-curdling 
cry, one of defiance and the lust of death. It was she, 
he knew, and he knew that even now she had driven the 
sharp, barbed blade deep into some soft body. He tore 
aside the curtain and peered out, wildeyed, his blood at 
the boiling point with the frenzy of battle. With a sing- 
ing heart, he saw her tall form, naked and gleaming like 
the goddess of wrath and vengeance, standing alone, 

8 


wrenching with her strong hands at the shaft of the 
spear buried deep in the chest of a prostrate Yoruba. 
Around her swarmed the others, like jackals, snapping 
and lashing with their knives and spears. Like a bronze 
whirlwind, she spun among them, slipping, dodging, 
feinting, flashing out with the long knife in her other 
hand. 

He could stand no more. He grasped the edge of the 
door and with a hoarse cry of encouragement to her, 
staggered upright. 

Just then the blade of the knife bit deep into his 
neck and sent his severed head thumping to the ground. 
It rolled once... twice, stopped with its sightless eyes 
staring dead at her. 

She screamed and stood as though frozen, caught for 
a split second of eternity, one arm raised high, the spear 
nearly leaping from her hand, her eyes swirling pools 
of black madness, her rigid, peaked breasts surging 
up and out, the great muscles of her forward thigh lying 
ridged, coiled, ready. 

One of the marauding Yoruba, a lean and scabrous 
brute, saw his chance. He hurtled through the air and 
crashed solidly into her stomach. She staggered, thrashed 
her arms about, looking like a great tree about to topple. 
But then with a last anguished cry torn from her lips, 
she exploded, burst into flame, into an uncontrollable 
frenzy of berserk action. 

She raised the spear high overhead and plunged it 
down more swiftly than the eye could see. It passed 
through the dark body with a whispering sigh and the 
full blade suddenly appeared thrusting from his chest. 

She tore out the spear, then dashed the lifeless body. 
to the ground. Then, like a tawny lioness at bay, she 
whirled and jabbed fiercely with the spear at the ad- 
vancing warriors. One leveled a musket at her and his 
finger whitened on the trigger. 

A burly black, with the scowl and impatience of those 
‘who command, batted down the musket. “Idiot!” he 
snarled. “We want this one alive. Dead, she’s of no value. 
Take her!” He thrust out his arm exhorting the others to 
take her, but- he moved back, his hand on the horse 
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pistol strapped to his waist, and his pink slip of a tongue 
nervously flicking at his lips. 

The long, hide shields were picked up, shielding the 
advancing bodies that fanned about her, moving closer 
and closer. The heavy clubs swung in tight, tense circles, 
whirring like death in the awful quiet. 

She eyed them for a moment. She knew, and how she 
knew, just what they wanted! Never....The thought of 
flight never entered her head. The curse of Kla and 
Dangbwe, both, would scorch her from the face of the 
earth. She knew this as part of her life, as was Atin-daho, 
the big tree, the giant Bombax whose sacred shade she 
was now entering. Its buttressing base covered one 
hundred and fifty feet. Its every gnarled branch was a 
tree, and it soared up into the infinity of the heavens. 
Surely they would not follow her there.... 

But they would and they did. And they charged in and 
swarmed over her, bore her to the ground by the 
sheer weight of their numbers. When the furious scream- 
ing finally died away they rose, bloody and battered 
—and one more dead to be hauled off for the hyenas— 
and dragged her trussed-up, unconscious form away 
from the shade of the sacred tree. 

Her hands were bound securely behind her back and 
the rope passed up and around her neck—tight, taut, 
so that her head was forced back, and her jutting breasts 
strained outward in all their splendid fullness. 

There were numerous cuts and bruises on her body, 
‘and a long gash above her left ear where a heavy club 
had sent her suddenly into oblivion. Otherwise, she 
seemed unharmed. 

They stood in a close and watchful circle about her, 
panting, breathing heavily from the fight. They weren’t 
angry with her. They had expected a good battle, and 
had gotten it. And as they gazed down at her the taut 
lines in their hard faces softened, stretched into smiles, 
grins, leers. Black and dirty hands went to groins and 
rubbed and rolled the virile flesh beneath the soiled 
loincloths. Two dozen pairs of eyes leeched onto her 
voluptuous body—a moment ago a hard-muscled ma- 
chine of sudden destruction, neuter of sex, bent only on 
death. 
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But now the body was limp, pliable, soft, sweeping 
curves of sensuous beauty...the peaked breasts blos- 
soming up, extending their dark-fingered nipples in in- 
vitation, the full thighs spread wide, relaxed, and the 
glistening of the black hair over the gentle round of 
her pubis seemed to tremble, as if in anticipation. Then 
she stirred, sighed, curved her torso slightly, drew up 
one knee, almost in wanton invitation, the inner curve 
of her thigh brown-gleaming in the fading light. 

A man sat at each foot, held it firmly. One more sat 
crouched by her head, his hands ready to smash her 
down. 

Boru, the leader, dropped his loincloth and caressed 
his swelling flesh until he was ready. In a moment, he 
was between her legs, pawing, adjusting, then prodding 
as he lay full-length upon her. 

She sighed once more, and tossed her head. The ready 
hands clawed the air close to her face, prepared to mash 
down her head if need be. 

Boru prodded and pushed, but never penetrated. He 
swore and groped with his hard fingers until he found 
the dry lips. 

“Better if she was awake, and wantin’,” he grunted. 
“Gonna be tough enough, no man before, without not 
being ready. Hurts, it does.” He winced and frowned as 
he wedged in his flesh and shoved once more. “Heh?” 
he grunted, a tone of pleased surprise in his voice. He 
pushed again and a smile came over his face. He thrust 
deep within her now, then lay hard against her, his 
hard penis buried all the way. 

“This one ain’t no virgin. She done had her man, and 
then some,” he chuckled. “Good, likes ‘em better all 
broken in, ’n she’s wet... wet, juice just pourin’ out!” He 
grinned, and sweeping his hands over her breasts he 
pawed with delight at the firm cones. He began his lower 
movements then, slowly at first, grunting and sighing with 
pleasure at each lengthy stroke. 

He lapped at one taut and dark nipple and murmured, 
“Sure wish she’d wake up. Likes ta watch the look on 
their faces when ole Boru humps em.” 

He grunted then as a hard and well-placed foot sailed 
into his thrusting buttocks. He stopped and glared 
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around at the scowling faces, the clenched fists, and the 
shifting feet, moving in on him. 

“Hurry up!” snapped one. Then another, and another. 
“Ain't got all night. Got to go. We’s horny, too.” 

He snarled, but then turned back to his work. He was 
angry now, and it helped. He threw himself against her 
brutally and pumped with short, sharp jabs until he 
ejaculated. He lay still a moment, savoring the good feel- 
ing, the lassitude that had stolen over him. A sharp 
slap on his buttocks brought him to his knees, then off 
of her. The others rushed to be next, the strongest 
smashing at the others with his clubbed fists, then 
lunging down on her. This big brute was more animal 
than man. He grunted and gasped and slobbered and 
bit and hit at her while his lean flanks smashed down 
so hard that the ground shook and it seemed that some- 
thing must surely break. 

Her eyelids fluttered, moved more, then sprang open. 
A look of horror swung a sudden veil over her eyes. 
Her lips formed into a silent scream and every muscle in 
her solid body became taut. 

He snarled at her and smashed the butt of his hand 
against her mouth. “Hump!: You bitch, hump! Man 
likes help!” He smashed at her face again, angry now 
because she didn’t seem to be resisting. 

He finished; then, one by one, the others rutted on her 
slack body—strangely slack, as though her life-force, so 
fiery but minutes ago, was now but gray ash. They 
satisfied their animal lusts. For most of them, it would 
not have mattered one whit whether she remained un- 
conscious, fought, or—incredibly—even shown some sign 
of physical enjoyment. To them, she was simply a re- 
ceptacle...a soft, warm, vulnerable thing to despoil, 
to ravish, to use as a foil for their bestial natures. The 
use of a woman was nothing. It was the expected. One 
ate, one slept, one had a woman, and that was that. 

Several hours and twenty-six men later, and under 
a pale, waning moon, the file of captives—some weeping, 
some wailing, some silent, but all lost in the hollow 
depths of fear—stumbled through the dense jungle, left 
their homeland and headed west, toward the coastal 
flatland and ‘the pounding, merciless surf of the Guinea 
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coast. They would be thrust into one of the many bara- 
coons—those hellish stockades—and there they would 
wait until enough accumulated to stuff the holds of the 
waiting ships. The wait would be long, because even 
now, in 1750, the wars and raids of the past several 
decades had depleted the coastal area of raw manpower. 
More and more the marauders, the raiders, had to ven- 
ture deeper into the rain forest and up into the plateau of 
the escarpment that stretched for miles and miles be- 
fore sweeping into the rolling grandeur of the African 
savanna. 

But the sugar plantations, the tobacco, the rice, and 
the indigo plantations were all howling like starving 
wolves for blacks... blacks...and more blacks. And 
the craving for sugar and tobacco had grown to insati- 
able proportions. The crofter in his cottage no longer 
was satisfied with syrupy sweets. It was hard sugar he 
wanted, and hard sugar he would get—if every black on 
the scarred face of mother Africa had to be dragged 
howling and kicking and put to work on the plantations 
across the sea. 

The file moved westward through the days and nights 
that followed like leaden weights. Through the Ko, that 
seven-mile wide Dahomian swamp, which fortunately 
now—in the spring—was fairly dry. The lumbering ele- 
phant was still plentiful. It would be another half-century 
before the last of his bones would bleach in the tropical 
sun. The slogging file of human fodder wove sluggishly 
around the milling herds. The trees on the western edge 
of the swamp, and beyond, were blackened by day with 
clustered bats, clinging like a black, lumpy scabrous 
bark. Just before sunset they stirred, flapped their ob- 
scene wings, spread the two-foot lengths, and swarmed 
like gnats, blackening the skies in vast swooping clouds. 
Underfoot, the area was dotted with myriad, seemingly 
never-ending, cone-like anthills. These were skirted with 
as much caution as were the herds of trumpeting ele- 
phants. 

As the coast was neared, the coffle of hapless slaves 
grew longer and longer, its figure doubled now to better 
than two hundred. Other trails merged with. theirs. 
Singles, groups, clusters were added by more of the 
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raiding party. Not all were spoils of war. Some had fallen 
into disfavor with their pretty chieftain. Some were 
minor criminals, gotten rid of now, and a profit made, to 
boot. Other victims were simply the unfortunate con- 
sequences of court and family intrigue and rivalry. And 
there were also those young who had been sold by 
their parents for one reason or another, And perhaps the 
most pitiful...those who had sold themselves, either 
deluded into thinking life could be no worse, or con- 
vinced that doom was but a matter of time... when 
was of no importance. 

But still not enough. There were three rum-boats 
anchored safely now along the muddy banks of the 
great river. At two hundred and fifty slaves apiece bet- 
ter than five hundred and fifty more were needed. Cer- 
tainly, days would pass, probably weeks, perhaps 
months before the dark maws of the ships were satisfied. 
Meanwhile, the ships’ crews would diminish accordingly, 
what with fever, any number of hideous tropical di- 
seases, mutiny, and simply boredom. A tight rein was 
kept on them—as near as possible—but they were a 
rough lot... . 

March became April before the figure five hundred 
was reached in the baracoon. And became May before 
another hundred were packed in. Still not enough... 
and Billy Go, the local native king and factor complained 
more and more each day about the cost of the overhead. 
Why did they not leave now? Two hundred on each 
ship? Surely that was enough. 

He swirled the tall glass of palm wine slowly, mixing 
in the generous dash of rum. His eyes, nearly buried in 
the fatty folds of skin, were little beads of light that 
sparkled with inner shrewdness. He was a clever man 
was Billy Go—his ferret mind cunning, continually 
scheming. His position as king and also as go-between 
with the white slavers, was secure. He had seen to that, 
had literally seen many heads roll as he maneuvered to 
gain and then maintain his position. But one never knew, 
did one.... Hands were idle now, waiting for the re- 
turn of the last group of raiders. Had they succeeded, or 
had they, themselves, succumbed, become enslaved, and 
were they in some factor’s stockade somewhere on the 
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coast? He did know that rum, muskets, ball and powder, 
gay cloth and the usual trinkets were needed here, now. 
If not quite soon. He shook his head sorrowfully as he 
turned from his liquor table and waddled back to Car- 
penter. 

He presented the lean, bewhiskered white man with a 
glass of the spiked wine—that, and the oily, obsequious 
smile that was as much a part of his manner as his duck- 
like way of walking. His little eyes touched briefly on the 
steady gaze of the white man. He laughed silently as he 
looked away quickly. Carpenter was clever, too, but he 
was also very, very arrogant. He didn’t at all like a 
nigger who looked him straight in the eye. That would 
never do. Why... that would mean they were equals! 
Could anything be more preposterous? A bubbly, little 
snicker rolled out between his red and blubbery lips. 

“Aye,” Carpenter growled. “You can laugh, but all 
you've got to do is sit on your fat, black arse while the 
others—and us, too—have all the work and risk.” He 
tossed off half his wine with a sudden, impatient jerk of 
his head, then winced at the pain. Damn! What was he 
coming down with now? The whole back of his neck and 
his spine seemed afire, and now that he thought of it 
he had been rather more weary than usual lately. 

Billy Go shrugged, but his shrewd glance had not 
missed the grimace of pain. “You're ill, Carpenter?” He 
left off the mister this time. How would Carpenter take 
it? With a weary sigh, he settled his vast bulk into his 
hammock, then sipped slowly at the tepid drink, gazing 
absently, it seemed, at an Iwe grub inching slowly across 
the dirt floor of the large hut toward Carpenter's swing- 
ing foot. ; 

Carpenter flushed and a bunched muscle of irritation 
gathered at the corners of his mouth. “I'm fine,” he said 
dryly. “Never better.” He tossed off the rest of the drink 
to prove it. 

Billy Go’s eyes gleamed as he watched Carpenter rise 
slowly from the cane chair, his face whitening from the 
pain and his legs seeming to have a will of their own, 
wobbling in adverse directions. 

“Three ships came in with nearly forty men,” Billy Go 
mused. 
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“And?” He paused at the door, glowering, loath to 
stay close to such an obscenity as Billy Go, but perhaps 
more loath to step into the white blast furnace of the 
African sun. 

“Have you two dozen now, Captain Carpenter, to 
man your three ships across that terrible ocean, and 
enough to guard those poor wretches? You know, some- 
times I feel sorry for them....” He sighed sorrowfully 
and took another pull on his drink. “Poor, poor wretches,” 
he murmured. He slipped a quick look at Carpenter, then 
began to giggle. He tittered like a fat, old woman and 
his breasts jogged up and down like those of a fat, old 
woman. 

Carpenter grunted. He was too weary now to even hoot 
his derision at the old bag of suet. Suddenly he felt 
defeated. He leaned heavily against the doorjamb, idly 
watching the shimmering play of the heat waves over the 
hard-baked ground of the clearing, and over the path 
that led down to the river. He was sick in body and in 
mind. What in hell had-he ever left Bristol for? He had 
a brief glimpse of tall, white cliffs, and snug cottages; 
the cobbled streets, the gay banter in the pubs, and 
the white, white faces. For a wild moment, he wanted 
to dash out into the sun and run! Anywhere! Just to get 
away from it all! This will be the last trip! he vowed 
silently. There would be enough now to buy a cottage, 
a small boat, and perhaps a half-interest in a pub. Aye... 
the hell with it all—the dirty, dirty stinking black animals! 
Who was it who had said, “And the life of man is nasty, 
brutish, and short.”? Well, he was a rum-smart fellow! 

He tumed slowly, his eyes expressionless, his head a 
beating ball of pain. “Start branding. We leave tomor- 
row. 

Billy Go nodded ever so slightly. He was pleased, and 
his light chuckle shook his great belly like jelly. “A 
moment,” he said, “would you please tell Ayo to bring 
Flame to me?” He grinned as he watched Carpenter's 
reaction. 

The latter turned fiery-red and swore luridly. He even 
took a step back toward Billy Go, his fists clenched. “Do 
you always have to toss her up at me?” he snarled. You 
fat, black pile of shit! You know what the sight of her 
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does to me! I'd give...I'd give... Bah! Ill have her yet! 

Billy Go’s expression sobered. He could read Carpen- 
ters mind like the proverbial open book. He snapped 
his fingers and the two towering blacks who blended with 
the wall behind him, so silent and motionless were they, 
moved with sliding, menacing grace toward Carpenter. 
In the raised hand of each was a murderous, short, 
curved sword, flat-bladed, and heavy. 

Carpenter paled and stepped back to the doorway. His 
hand went to the horse pistol in his belt. He had seen 
enough of the king’s executioners to know that they were 
automatons. Another snap of the fat fingers and his head 
would roll. He spat out through the door, attempting an 
air of bravado, and at the same time fear swept over him 
like a pale, cold hand. 

Billy Go waved the guards back into the shadows. 
“They are so protective, Captain, and it’s really unneces- 
sary, is it notr” 

Carpenter drummed his thin fingers on the edge of the 
door. He knew, as well as did Billy Go, that the king 
would not last a minute without his guards. He grunted 
and moved to go out. 

“You will do this little thing for me, Captain?” Billy 
Go asked in his innocent, sly fashion, that way of 
speaking which he used with whites, which fooled no 
one, but which gave him a great deal of pleasure. He 
took Carpenter’s silence for assent, so it seemed. “Of 
course she goes on your ship, Captain. I feel she will be, 
ah, better looked after that way. Is it not so?” 

The malicious gurgle of his laughter followed after 
Carpenter's hurrying form like teasing, trailing little 
bubbles of oil. Then Billy Go whispered to one of the 
guards, knowing full well the extent of Carpenter's as- 
sent to his wishes. 

In a few moments, he could see the burly form of the 
guard coming along the dirt road that wound from the 
stockade; beside him, the naked, powerful figure of the 
girl, fully as tall, and weighing but little less. At the edge 
of the river, one foot in his longboat, Carpenter stood 
still and quiet in the murderous sunlight, watching the 
girl as she approached the hut and entered. 

He swore angrily and lowered himself painfully onto 
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the seat. He scowled at the trio of ships swaying in the 
(ele, 

“Well, get on with it,” he snapped to the seaman at the 
oars. “Do you think I’m sitting here because I like to? 
Get to the ship!” 


He looks like a greasy toad, she thought. When his 
sleepy eyelids fluttered and the very wide mouth 
stretched to form its smile, she always expected to hear 
a croak issue forth. At times, it was close to it, he belched 
so much from the quantity of rum, wine, and the rich, 
spiced foods he ate. 

She stood before him now, her body in a listless slouch, 
and she idly wondered if he would burst if she were to 
squeeze him hard. Would his guts all ooze out, as 
though from some giant, soft bug? A ghost of a smile 
touched her lips. 

He noted it quickly, and was pleased. “Well,” crooking 
his finger for her to come closer, “a little life in our 
Amazon. That’s good. I like that. Why in hell they 
named you Flame I'll never know. Still, you won't tell 
us your real name, and... we don’t really care, do we.” 
He looked up into her face quickly, searching with his 
bright, little eyes for some sign, some clue, that would 
tell him how to bring to life this “great chunk of woman,” 
as he called her. He saw nothing, as usual. Her face was 
still an enigma. She looked straight back at him, but there 
was nothing there at all. It was as though he were looking 
through a window. : 

He sighed and snapped his fingers in vexation. “The 
usual,” he said softly to one of the guards. “Whichever 
one of you is next, and don’t hurry now. Mind!” he 
snapped. “You know I like to watch.” His voice softened 
with his last words and became a syrupy draw] while his 
eyes watched carefully as the dirty loincloth was tugged 
loose and tossed aside. 

The guard knew what was expected next. He didn’t 
mind the pawing. What came after that would make it 
quite worthwhile. 

He stood close to the hammock while Billy Go bent 
over, puffing at the exertion. He spread his legs and shot 
forward his hips, then he sighed in well-feigned pleasure 
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as the grubby fingers stroked his growing penis, hefted 
the heavy sack of his scrotum, and even crawled under 
and poked up into his rectum. 

Flame watched it-all with a seeming complete lack of 
interest. She had had this one before. She knew just 
what his technique was...at least, what it had been. 
Now Billy Go wanted him to act slowly. She wondered 
if he could, and what would Billy do if it went too 
quickly. She glanced down into Billy’s lap. She had to 
study him a moment to discover where his privates were. 
The folds of belly hung over in great, brown flaps, and 
the rounded thighs were those of a fat woman, pressing 
close together in soft, fleshy rolls, hiding what little bit 
he had of masculinity. She knew full well it would end 
up the same. It did every time. She licked at her lips 
in distaste, but then, mentally, she. shrugged. It didn’t 
matter, and perhaps it was for the better. The further 
she could plunge into the abyss of such elemental base- 
ness the sooner—she hoped and prayed—would come 
forgiveness. The hairshirt she wore was invisible, but its 
nagging weight on her conscience was fearful, a constant 
scourge that made her life a torment. But for that one 
fatal night, that night she had yielded—and willingly, 
to make it even worse—all might be well today. He 
would not be dead, and she would not be where she 
was. 

She sighed as she watched the growing tumescence 
under the skillful fingers. The guard was well-endowed 
and soon grew to enormous proportions. A strange chill 
came over her as she watched, and the muscles in her 
loins began to tighten, She jerked away her eyes and 
gazed at the floor, but in a moment she found she was 
watching once more... avidly, and waiting with a quick- 
ening pulse. 

The fact that she was anticipating and with more 
eagerness every moment, escaped her. Her fingers curled 
and her hand began to move back and forth slowly. Her 
breath quickened, and she squeezed together her thighs. 

Billy Go was watching her now, and a sly grin was on 
his mouth. 

“Now!” he snapped. He pushed the guard toward her. 

She gasped as the rough fingers rubbed and pawed 
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at the luxuriant, bushy mound of her sex, and when his 
head bent and she felt the sucking of his mouth and the 
scraping of his teeth on her nipples she gave a little 
anguished cry of pleasure. She shifted her weight so that 
her legs were spread, and then she rose on tiptoe slightly 
as she felt his fingers slide in. She leaned into him and 
began to undulate her hips. 

Billy Go watched with pleasure for a moment as her 
hands swept down and began to caress him vigorously, 
but then he grew impatient. 

He clapped his hands together. His face was red with 
frustration. 

“Fuck her!” he screamed. “Stop your playing about!” 

She felt the guard jerk in alarm at the sudden shriek 
and the flesh in her hands began to soften. She, herself, 
became frustrated then. 

“What’s the matter with you?” she whispered excitedly. 
“Am I that bad? Do you know what he'll do to you if you 
fail?” Apparently he did, for he shuddered and looked 
wildeyed at the other guard, an imploring look in his 
eyes. She snorted impatiently and suddenly impaled her- 
self before it was too late. Immediately, she felt his 
flesh swell and grow hard once more. She hissed into his 
ear. “Now go slowly. That’s what he wants, and so do 1.” 

He grinned at her—confident now—and sank his fingers 
into her taut buttocks. Together, they began to saw back 
and forth, she clutching his shoulders to keep from 
falling as his tempo increased. 

She wanted to tell him to go slower...and she didn't. 
She was conscious now only of the exquisite, surging feel- 
ing in her loins. Oh... it was sooo good! 

He stiffened suddenly and pressed tightly against her. 
Hardly a minute had passed. 

“No! No!” she whispered frantically. She rammed her 
hips against him several times, but soon saw that it was 
hopeless. He was done. 

Billy Go swore a great string of oaths. He was so angry 
he cried. As the tears streamed down his face he har- 
angued the trembling man who now had broken away 
from Flame and stood cringing in abject fright in front of 
the king. King he was, despite the tears pouring down 
his puffy cheeks and onto his great sweating, bouncing 
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breasts, dripping in a steady stream in little bounces over 
the rolling layers of fat. King, despite the childish shrilling 
of his voice as he neared the peak of his tantrum. 

“Idiot! Scum! Imbecile! The greatest gift in the world, 
and you throw it away in seconds! You appreciate noth- 
ing! You're a piece of dirt, a piece of ...of... shit!” 
he screamed. He waved his fat arms wildly and now be- 
came so out of breath that his eyes fairly popped from 
his face, and each wheeze of his lungs threatened to be 
his last. Finally, he brought down one arm with a swift 
and meaningful blow against his wet thigh. 

The guard sank to his knees, and with his hands tented 
together before his chest he begged for mercy. He saw 
the flitting shadow of the other guard just a moment too 
late. He never saw anything again. The heavy sword 
caught him at the base of the neck, a tremendous, sweep- 
ing blow. The severed head thudded to the dirt floor 
and rolled under Billy's hammock. The.trunk, spouting 
gore like a fountain, wavered, then toppled. 

Billy sat still now, his face expressionless as he stared 
at the lifeless lump of flesh. His tears had stopped and 
gradually his breathing became easier. He sighed finally, 
and then absently scratched at his groin. His hand 
stopped suddenly, and a pleased smile broke out on his 
face. He stared down into his lap and giggled. Carefully, 
as though he might break some magic spell, he stroked 
his rigid penis with the tips of his fat fingers. Occasion- 
ally, a heavy and very pleased sound of contentment 
spewed forth from him. But...in a moment...he 
wanted something quite different. 

He slithered out of his hammock and sat—just as the 
guard quickly shoved a sturdy stool under his enormous 
buttocks. He placed his hands on his knees and spread his 
legs. He looked at her expectantly. 

She was quite ready, and quite wont to keep her head 
on her shoulders. As she knelt before him and bent her 
head into his lap her eyes caught the wet red gleam 
of the head under the hammock. She shivered and felt 
her hands shake on him. 

He slapped her face viciously. “Don’t you like me? 
Am I not man enough for you?” 

She raised her head hastily and assumed a look of 
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adoration and longing. It was extremely difficult, but her 
life was at stake. 

“More than enough,” she whispered in the throaty, 
husky voice she knew he liked so well. She licked her lips 
salaciously. “I shall drink you dry,” she promised. 

He grinned and giggled until he shook all over. As 
she bent to him once more and took him softly into her 
mouth, he stiffened out his legs and began to beat on 
her head. 

“Wheee! Wheee!” he cried. “Watch Billy gol” 


CHAPTER TWO 


The inverted bowl of the brass sun singed the eastern 
sky. The shrilling of the birds ceased, the chatter and 
furtive movements of the lesser beasts subsided, and then 
even the predators slunk sullenly into the brush and lay 
panting in the shade. In moments, it seemed, the whole 
blazing orb of the scourging sun lay poised on the ho- 
rizon, crouching, waiting for a split second, before it 
began to soar over the blasted land once again. It 
moved. suddenly with a crash of fiery cymbals, inexor- 
able, beating every living thing into the earth with its 
searing heat. Night became day as sudden as the drop- 
ping of a great curved blade. 

Flame sat still with the other women and children. 
There were slightly better than one hundred of them, 
ranged along the western wall of the baracoon, pressing 
close against the rough logs for the bit of shade they 
offered. Not a stitch of clothing was to be seen on any. 

They had been talking, not as a group of gossiping 
women, of course, but like a huddled cluster of wretched 
beings frightened. half out of their wits, certain of only 
one thing—that the white sails in the distance, lying limp 
and dead about the towering masts, like so many 
shrouds, would carry them away into the most hellish 
nightmare their tortured minds could concoct. 
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And when they saw the fire being built, the irons laid 
in it, and the unkempt forms of the sailors lounging 
about, drinking, arguing, and occasionally laughing boist- 
erously, the women moved closer together, like a soft 
brown and undulating wave that pressed in toward its 
center... where stood the tall form of Flame. She had 
risen to her feet as she saw the movements about the 
fire. Already, she could feel the searing pain of the red- 
hot iron, the thing that would put the mark of hell upon 
her, that would say she was less than human... that she 
was property. 

She felt herself becoming apprehensive and nervous. 
Where would they scorch her skin? All sorts of wild 
tales had been told. Some said on the middle of the belly, 
others the breast, or the leg, or the rump. “On your 
tongue, ah hears!” one hysterical woman had shouted. 

A tart-tongued friend of hers sniffed as she eyed her. 
“A good idea, I’m thinkin’... fer some people.” 

One of the sailors by the fire shouted and waved his 
arm peremptorily. A burly black, armed with musket 
and accompanied by an even larger man with a short 
whip, tured suddenly to the vast swarm of men stand- 
ing, shuffling, milling in the sun—all of them in leg irons 
and some with manacles on their wrists as well. 

“Les’ go!” The whip cracked and slowly a line formed, 
worming its way down to the fre, the head of the worm 
growing larger as those in front pressed back and fanned 
out in fear. Again and again the whip sailed out cutting 
hide and drawing blood from backs, arms, chests, faces. 

Two powerful blacks surged away, grabbed the nearest 
slave and dragged him to the fire. He was thrown to 
the ground and the red-hot iron with its AT brand—for 
the African Trading Company—pressed to his chest. He 
screamed as the flesh burned, smoked, stank. Quickly, 
he was hauled to one side. Then came the next, and the 
next, and the next, and so on for hours and hours. It 
was noon before they were done with them. 

And then came the arrival of King Billy Go, carried in 
careful luxury in his red silk hammock, slung between 
nine-foot poles which were balanced on the heads of four 
muscular, thick-necked attendants. Walking at the side 
of the hammock, between Billy and the sun and carrying 
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a gigantic, multicolored umbrella, was a black fully seven 
feet tall. He strode majestically and held the umbrella 
carefully so that not one thin slice of the sun’s rays 
hit Billy Go. Ahead of the group with the hammock was 
a trio of musicians, striking a fearful, discordant din 
with their iron drum, flute, and bagpipe. Any self- 
respecting Highlander would have torn his hair and gone 
screaming across the wild moors at the sight of the kilted 
Negro with his dirty, splayed feet, soiled loincloth, pot 
belly, great shining buttocks, white rolling eyeballs, and 
his filthy, Stuart tartan slung carelessly over one shoul- 
der, trailing onto the ground behind. A half-dozen spear- 
men led the group, and at each side strode three 
musketeers. 

Carpenter arrived simultaneously, but without en- 
tourage and fanfare. The money, rum and goods for his 
purchase had already been stacked by the fire. With him 
were the other two ships’ captains, one really the first 
mate because Captain Blair had died one night—horribly 
so—of blackwater fever, and his body had been uncere- 
moniously dumped to the crocodiles. The mate was one 
John Dunn, a shortish, square-shouldered lout whose 
only claim to immortality was his boast that once he had 
himself—while still a young seaman—withstood the ordeal 
of one hundred lashes with the cat-o'-nines. Captain 
Blunt was a taciturn grouch...ugly, cruel, but who 
prided himself on running a taut ship. Of the fleet of 
three ships, he commanded the Lark. Dunn’s was the 
Molly O, and Carpenter's the Sprite, the largest at 
nearly two hundred and fifty tons. 

The ships were ready, waiting. Water and food were 
stashed away, the holds ready, and it was hoped that no 
more than two months from now they would sail into 
Charles Town harbor...and with most of the blacks 
still in saleable condition. 

Captains Dunn and Blunt huddled with Carpenter, 
glaring at the noisy approach of Billy Go and staring 
scathingly at the blacks. The stench of burned flesh 
hung heavy in the still, hot air. It seared the nostrils and 
befogged the brain. 

“You've how many now, Dunn?” Carpenter asked. 

“Tye but six, including myself, sir.” He shook his head. 
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“We can manage the ship—barring weather or pirates, 
but all this black scum... I dunno.” He shook his head 
doubtfully. 

“You had seven but yesterday, man.” 

“Green has run. I think the heat had got. him. Fled 
without a stitch of clothes they say. Run yelling into the 
jungle.” 

Carpenter glared at him, then started to walk very, 
very slowly toward Billy Go who had stopped his gay 
parade by the women. “Well, send out some men. Fetch 
him, and lash him until his screams can be heard clear 
the other side of this blasted continent.” 

Dunn shook his head. “I doubt it would help, sir. You 
see, he’s quite dead. I sent two men for him at day- 
break. They found him. Oh, they found him all right. 
What was left of him.” He shuddered. “Hardly enough 
left for a decent burial.” He glared balefully at the 
massed throngs of slaves, and then he spat quite delib- 
erately as he heard Billy Go's giggle. 

Carpenter grunted. “We've twenty-four. That’s eight 
ona ship. Well,” he shrugged, knowing there was nothing 
he could do, “may the good Lord help us.” He squinted 
up into the blazing blue bowl of the sky, apparently 
searching for some sign that he had been heard. 

“Amen,” intoned Dunn. And then he started away. “Tll 
expect you'll do all the dickering, sir, and if you get the 
best of him—” he laughed. He sobered’ at Carpenter's sour 
look. “Ill be loading the canoes right away, sir.” He 
strode off to the water’s edge and began to harangue the 
lethargic black canoemen. 


Flame wanted to turn her back on Billy Go. The sight 
of his gross, fat body this noon seemed the finishing 
touch. Anger laced the sluggish mood she had adapted 
herself to. 

The hammock was lowered gently to the ground and 
Billy Go sat up slowly. He waited impatiently as silk, 
fluffy cushions were stuffed behind his back. He hadn’t 
missed the squaring signs of bristling anger in Flame’s 
tense shoulders. He grinned and snapped his fingers to 
her. 

One of the other women whispered to her. “Whyn’t you 
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make up sweet to him? He’s king. He wants you. He 
keeps you, ’n you doesn’t have ta go with us,” her voice 
faltering, trembling with fear as she saw the irons with- 
drawn from the coals, examined, then thrust in again for 
a bit more color. _ 

Why not indeed? She thought about it for a moment. 
At least she would be in her native land, and perhaps 
she could escape.... But where? Why? Her village had 
been leveled, scorched to the earth, most of her relatives 
and friends killed. Perhaps a few were hiding somewhere 
in the bush—perhaps... But then there was the other 
_.. She had broken the taboo, had seen the bitter fruit 
of her actions. No, she’d sail on to death with the others. 

She threaded carefully through the throng of sitting 
women and walked up to the hammock. 

“Closer,” Billy snapped his fingers again. She took 
another step, close enough now so that he could easily 
touch her. His face was on a level with her hips. He 
reached out slowly and stroked the bushy mound of her 
sex with the flat of his hand. Then, without looking up 
at her face, treating her fully as the property she was, 
he called out to Carpenter. 

“Would you please come here, Captain?” 

Carpenter, checking one of the chests of trinkets, froze 
in position. It was amazing, really, how well Billy spoke 
English. He had: taken the language into his fat bosom, 
snuggled it in deep, and at leisure explored its every 
facet. He had even enriched it with a thick, insidious 
syrup of his own. Every nuance possible seemed at his 
command—like the use of the word Carpenter. How 
many can call a man a lousy son of a bitch so gently, 
so softly, so beguilingly pleasantly, and still make it 
fully understood? 

He growled and slammed down the lid. The sudden 
exertion proved almnost too much. A wave of giddying 
darkness shuttered through his mind. Only by the use 
of his strong willpower was he able to maintain his 
balance. In a few moments—his teeth grating with pain 
and. bright beads of sweat perched like pearls on his 
wrinkled forehead—he stood stolidly beside the king 
...and the girl. 

She looked at him curiously, the tall, gaunt white man. 
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He seemed to wear a perpetual frown, and his mouth 
was a sharp, narrow crease under the thin blade of nose. 
He was a king, too, as far as she and the others were 
concerned. Once out there under the furling white wings 
of his ships, he would become a god. She searched the 
lines and planes of his face, the pale blue of his eyes. 
What kind of god would he be? 

Carpenter felt the keen, questioning gaze of the girl 
sweep across him like a cold wind. He shivered under 
it, wondered if she had seen the thin red line of weak- 
ness in the otherwise strong warp and woof of his mind. 

Billy Go sighed as he held his hand against her warm, 
rounded flesh, his little finger curling under and stroking 
the soft lips. Through lowered lashes, he watched Car- 
penter’s hands. Hands told so many things he had dis- 
covered. With some people they were quite as talkative 
as a tongue. The tips of Carpenter’s fingers were curled, 
as were his own. Billy’s hand cupped, moved slowly, 
slyly, spelled their secret message. So did Carpenter's. 
But... 

“Are ye going ta diddle all day?” Carpenter growled. 
He jammed his hands on his hips and glared impatiently 
at Billy. 

A look of hurt surprise came over Billy’s round face. 
“Why, Captain. I love this girl. I was saying goodbye.” 
He giggled and watched his stroking hand. “Goodbye,” 
he called softly, not looking at her face—which had 
tured to gaze off at the glare sheet of the water—but 
at the black, sparkling matt of curly hair. 

Carpenter spat in disgust. “Let’s get on with it. Youll 
not rile me, you sly toad. I want that ebb tide this night, 
and there’s much to do, as you well know.” 

Billy grinned. He knew Carpenter quite well, he 
thought. Well enough so that if there were a bit of 
compassion in him (there wasn’t) he would have felt 
sorry for the girl and not let her go at all. 

He clapped a cupped hand on each swelling curve 
of her thighs and squeezed the firm flesh with evident 
delight. He shot a quick and innocent glance at Carpen- 
ter. 

“Shell make a good fuck, Captain.” He liked that 
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word. It was clean, sudden, elemental. “Fuck,” he whis- 
pered, in love with the word for the moment. 

“Yer a dirty beast. Now on with it. You've ten barrels _ 
of rum, fifty muskets and their stuff. There’s the three 
trunks of geegaws and that new hammock and umbrella.” 

Billy pursed his lips. He looked very sad. “You didn’t 
bring the horse, I suppose.” He shook his head as Car- 
penter muttered darkly. “I did so want one.. . ¢ 

Carpenter eyed the huge lump of sweating black flesh 
that was King Billy Go. His lip curled in disgust ever so 
faintly. “No, I’ve not brought the horse.” But then, in 
his mind’s eye, he saw the image of a bouncing Billy 
clutching for dear life to the flying mane of a wildly 
galloping stallion. He grinned. “Perhaps next time.” 

“Yes,” Billy nodded happily. He had never even seen 
a horse (the climate, lack of fodder, and the tse-tse fly 
made such impossible) but he had seen drawings of the 
noble beast—as he called it—-and had become obsessed 
with the notion of owning one. 

Flame shifted under the warm weight of his hands. 
She wanted very much to go back to the women, to get 
away from these two. As much as she detested the fat 
king she felt somehow—now—that Carpenter offered a 
danger far more ominous. 

Billy felt the movement. He frowned and pinched the 
thin skin of her belly. The slightest of tremors shook 
her. He frowned and pinched very hard, cutting her 
with his nails, and drawing a bright bead of blood. 
Wisely, now, she flinched and moaned. 

Billy wiped the bit of blood on her belly quite care- 
fully. “So,” slapping her playfully, “go down to the fire. 
They have something for you.” His voice was soft, full 
of promise, as though she were to receive some nice 
gift. As she moved off he clapped his hands and shouted 
to the guards. “Get them down there! You,” jerking his 
head at the bearers. “Up! Take me to the fire.” 

She was first and it was Billy who would brand her. 
He sat up straight in his hammock and reached gingerly 
for the glowing iron. 

“Where would you like it, Captain?” he asked teas- 
ingly. “After all, she will be yours in a moment. Hmmm?” 
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He cocked his head and waved the iron in tentative little 
circles in front of Flame. 

She shut her eyes involuntarily as she felt the sudden 
wash and wave of heat. She wasn’t really afraid. She 
knew she could stand the pain, but she was determined 
that now she would show no sign of weakness. She could 
at least deny him that bit of pleasure. 

Carpenter was watching closely now as the waving 
bright bit of steel, the AT still red, swung ever so close 
to her breasts, then her belly, then down with a closer, 
kissing curve that brought a sudden crackling sound 
and then the pungent smell of buming hair. He shot a 
quick look at her face and her tight-shut eyes and her 
lips curled hard over her teeth. A light bloomed in his 
faded blue eyes and his thin fingers stiffened at his 
sides. 

He wet his lips, swallowed, and then, feeling the sly 
weight of Billy’s knowing gaze on him, cleared his 
throat roughly. He spat on the fire, listened ‘with satisfac- 
tion to the sharp hiss. “You'll spoil her sale if you keep 
on. The usual place,” he shrugged. He took a step to the 
nearest box and examined it very carefully. 

Billy nodded. He slapped her thigh sharply. “Turn 
around and bend over. I want to see your black ass shine 
in the sun.” His eyes sparkled at the thought. 

She did so, holding her knees tightly with her hands 
and staring fixedly at the ground. She heard Carpenter 
say, “Hadn't they better hold her?” 

Billy laughed and then she felt his fingers stroking her 
skin. “Hold her?” he said soft-as-silk. “She? A warrior? 
An Amazon—as you call her—does not flinch, does not 
run. 

She heard the rattle of the iron being withdrawn 
again from the fire. The muscles in her buttocks became 
rigid, tented. She waited, shutting her eyes and even— 
to her own amazement—thrusting backward toward 
him. Was it because she wanted to get it over with? 
That she desired it? This last was incredible to her. 
She didn’t know. 

Billy stroked one hard and rounded curve, then the 
other. “It seems a shame,” he murmured, “but . 

The slight pressure feeling came first, then the first 
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wave of pain, that shot across her skin at lightning speed. 
Then came the other, deeper, much more horrible, that 
made her knees tremble, her groin ache unbearably, and 
her stomach writhe into a Gordian knot. Tears welled 
in her eyes, then a beating, pounding began in her brain. 

“Ah,” sighed Billy. “Now... another.. a 

“That’s enough,” Carpenter snapped. 

“Therel” 

Her knees buckled. Blood welled from her lips where 
she had bitten through. No longer could she see the 
swaying ground through her veil of tears. She choked 
on the puke that came rushing from her stomach. 


After leaving the Portuguese island of Sao Thomé— 
that bit of shiny green lying like an emerald in the blue 
Atlantic, where water could be had for a price, and 
a damn good one—the Sprite, her white sails bulging in 
goodly fashion, leading the fleet of three slavers, bore 
westward across the water; they would steer the curv- 
ing, invisible line of the equator for one thousand miles 
or more, then tack northwest toward the Cape Verde 
Islands. 

Thus far, the trip had been without incident, a routine 
voyage, even a fine one . . . for the sailors. The weather 
had held, bright sun, a spanking breeze, and no ominous 
sails on the horizon. 

She Jay in a fetal curl, legs drawn up, arms folded, 
her back to the cold, wet planking. She seemed to protect 
herself, yet there was no need for it. She was fed her 
share, perhaps even a bit more, and—as she had remained 
docile, had complied with every order—had not felt the 
whip, or even a boot or a punch. 

The others—every living female on the deck, that is 
—had fared quite differently. Even now, there were two 
sailors moving slowly among the sleeping black bodies, 
picking their one for the day. There were seven whites 
on the boat, and six of them had had each woman and 
girl several times. Never in their lives—not since the last 
slaving trip they’d made—had they rutted with such 
frequency: and intensity. The seventh man was Captain 
Carpenter. Little was seen of him. It was whispered that 
he was sick. The few times he appeared on deck it was 
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for but brief moments while he stood by the wheel gazing 
north, his pale face creased with its perpetual frown, 
the blue of his eyes seeming to fade, till the preoccupied 
gaze with which he swept the deck seemed mindless, 
seeing nothing—yet, oddly, everything. Flame shivered 
in the cold light of the dawn, wondered what it was he 
saw, thought, and wondered why she alone was unmo- 
lested. 

The symphony below decks—as the crew jeeringly 
called it-began to change in pitch, the screams fading 
with the soft light of dawn seeping through the overhead 
grating and the yawning small eyes of the portholes, 
three to a side. Somehow, the light, although it brought 
to view the incredible sight of the several hundred 
males chained and packed body to body, spoon-fashion, 
made things better. The terrors of the black night as the 
ship pitched and tossed brought forth from their tor- 
tured souls and bodies a moaning, groaning, crying, wail- 
ing, yowling, screaming that assaulted the ears, that was 
a blasphemy, riding like a scabrous sore on the clear 
green water of the ocean. 

The day had begun. The males would be brought on 
deck, chained to the mammoth chain that ran along the 
bulwarks on both sides of the ship. They would be fed: 
cornmeal, rice, millet, manioc, etc., and perhaps a half- 
pint of water. Yet, for all that was said of the poor and 
stingy food for the slaves it was frequently better and 
more than what the vast hordes of indentured servants 
and adventurers got. The latter had paid their way, or 
others had paid it for them, for the most part. There was 
no more profit to be had, and food was an expense after 
‘the fact. Not so with the slaves. The profit was yet to 
come, and the blacks had to be living ones before the 
purse fattened. 

Flame and the other women were shoved onto the 
center deck near the bow. They huddled together for 
warmth and solace. Later, they would move away from 
each other to catch the breeze in the blistering heat of 
the day. . 

Fox—and he looked his name—was first mate: a short, 
wiry fellow with eyes set too close together, a long nose, 
and sporting a scraggly goatee on his long and narrow 
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chin. He was very skillful with his whip and enjoyed his 
sport with enthusiasm. The hatch was thrown open 
and he looked down into the sewer hole of the hold. 

“Out! Out! Get your filthy black arses up here!” He 
stepped back and hurriedly got upwind from the boiling 
cloud of stench that rushed—nearly visible—up onto the 
deck. The stink of packed bodies, overheated; the cloy- 
ing and giddy smell of vomit; the heavy but sharp odor 
of urine and defecation—all were enough to blanch the 
hardest man and make him reel against the rail, clutch 
the netting rigged all around and gasp for breath. 

Two by two, chained in pairs, they swarmed out into 
the life-giving air. Below, it was one hundred and ten 
to one hundred and twenty degrees, and would hardly 
pass the candle test. A strong white man might last fif- 
teen minutes before losing consciousness, but there was 
not a crewman aboard willing to test his endurance. The 
slaves were rushed to the long chain and shackled. into 
position—quickly, before life came winging back into 
their wasted bodies. 

The hold finally empty, all were fed—all that would 
eat. A dozen of the strongest were sent back down to 
scrub out the hold, empty the conical toilets upon which. 
those who could make it during the dark night had 
squatted. Most had relieved themselves where they were, 
and slept in their own refuse. The pungent smell of 
strong vinegar soon rose from the depths... sharp and 
offensive, but a most pleasant contrast. 

Fox, feeling quite disagreeable this morning, saun- 
tered up to the women with a sly and cruel jeer on 
his face. He looked them over for a moment, peering and 
smirking and licking his lips. He seemed to be going 
through the motions only. He knew quite well what he 
was up to. Yes...and then he came to Flame. He 
jabbed out with the butt of the whip. “Up!” 

She stood before him, sleek and black-shining, her 
thrusting breasts glinting red-black in the light of the 
morning sun, her loins shadowed darkly between. She 
was like some splendid tree, towering over him, exud- 
ing fecund wamnth, offering her ripe and swaying fruit. 

He rubbed his crotch with his free hand. “Lord 
amighty!” He shook his head in dumb wonder as his 
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eyes slid all over her body. “What a choice piece! A 
choice piece. .. .” With the butt of the whip he jounced 
each heavy breast in turn, grinning at the resilient 
solidity of her flesh. “What teats . . . what teats,” he 
murmured. 

Leonard, the second mate—and a thug if there ever 
was one, looking more pirate than any able seaman 
had a right to—snickered as he walked up to Fox. 

“T say,” he said with a hoity-toity air, “would you like 
to fuck her, Mr. Fox?” He examined Flame through his 
imaginary monocle. 

“Oh quite,” Fox grinned, getting into the act. 

Leonard skipped around Flame, lightly slapping his 
thigh with the ‘butt of his whip. He examined her as 
though she were a piece of horseflesh up for auction. 
He patted, fondled, pinched, and quite deliberately dis- 
played a very dispassionate interest. Finally, he sighed 
and with a languid wink at Fox said, “But she’s spoken 
for, ain’t she, Mr. Fox?” He patted Fox’s shoulder. “Poor 
chap.” 

“Shit!” Fox shrugged off the consoling hand and spat 
on the deck. He scowled at Leonard. “What in hell is 
he waiting for?” 

“Christmas mayhap. I’d like to take that goddamned 
book a his and pitch it into the drink!” 

“Amen!” He scowled even harder in the direction of 
the cabin. “Bah! Ya sanctimonious bastard!” He spat 
again and then jabbed Flame in the stomach with the 
pb. “Come along, you gorgeous piece. We've some- 

g up. 
“Aye,” snickered Leonard. He caressed the front of 
his pants and winked at Flame. “But what?” 

“We've several rebellious. She can talk when she’s a 
mind, more than I can say for the others. They're afraid 
of their own shadows and are tongue-tied near the 
bucks.” 

Just at that moment a wailing arose from all the slaves 
as the bodies of four men were shoved and dragged like 
so many carcasses up onto the deck. They had apparently 
died during the night, no strange sight to anyone now, 
but it always had the same effect on the survivors. 

Fox swore as he gave the bodies a quick look. “Damn 


me! Another hundred pounds for the fish. Hello... this 
oné’s cut his throat with his own damn fingernails!” He 
pointed with the toe of his boot at the bloody hands and 
the shreds and shards of bloody flesh clinging to the 
nails. The throat was a gory, red smile. 

Fox grimaced and wiped his hands on his pants. “Get 
rid of ‘em. We want no more trouble than what we've 
got now.” 

The bodies were dragged to the rail, the netting spread 
slightly and one-by-one they were pushed into the sea. 
A moaning rose again from the slaves and Leonard 
turned on them with murder in his eyes. 

“Shut up! You hear me? Shut up!” He sprang toward 
them and began to lash out indiscriminately with the 


whip. 

“Herel That’s enough!” Fox grabbed his arm. “How can 
I get ’em ta do as I wish if youre going to beat the 
daylights out of them? There’s got to be a reason for 
punishment.” His eyes narrowed as he spoke, and it was 
obvious reasons would not be difficult to find. 

Leonard stepped back reluctantly, arms slack at his 
sides, his chest heaving from the exertion. He wiped his 
mouth with a hairy arm. “Aye, suppose yer right, Mr. 
Fox.” 

Fox walked down the line of clustered slaves and 
stopped in front, of one who simply sat, shoulders 
slumped, head drooping and Jolling, a vacant look in his 
eyes. 

Fox nudged Flame. “Ask him why he won't eat. Tell 
him he'll die if he don’t.” 

She bent and spoke softly to the man in Fon dialect. 
She didn’t know him, had never seen him before. She 
urged him and touched his shoulders, squeezing in a lit- 
tle consolation, encouragement. He didn’t answer, seemed 
not even to hear. She tried Hausa, another universal 
language of West Africa. Still, he moved not a muscle. 
She crouched in front of him and held his thin face in 
her hands. She shuddered inwardly as she saw the hyp- 
notic stare of his eyes .. . blank, unseeing. She, herself, 
had not been too far removed from such a state not too 
long ago. She knew how he felt: that all was dead... 
that nothing at all mattered...nothing.... Shaking her 
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head, she rose slowly and said to Fox, “Ain’t no use, 
mastuh suh. He ain’t hearin’ nuthin’.” 

Fox made a sour face. “Leonard, get the shovel and 
fill it from the cook stove. Bring a bit of their slop, too. 
I expect he may eat shortly.” 

Leonard grinned and trotted off to the cabin. Quickly, 
he was back with a short-handled shovel held carefully 
outstretched in one hand. In the other, he grasped a 
small bucket. — 

Flame gasped‘as she saw what lay in the shovel: a 
flat bed of glowing, red coals. What horrible thing were 
they going to do? She stepped back involuntarily. 

Fox grinned. “Not for you, dearie—not yet, at least, 
For him.” He took the shovel and pushed the end of the 
flat blade within inches of the gaping mouth of the 
slave. “Eat, you black scum!” He held out the bucket to 
him and shook it meaningfully. 

The-slave cringed and twisted away. Recognition came 
into his eyes. Leonard sprang behind him and held his 
head firm. “Go on,” he grinned. “Give it a taste.” 

Fox touched the edge of the blade to the thick red 
lips and the slave began to moan and thrash about. 
Leonard sank in his thick fingers and held steady with 
a cruel grip. The shovel was tilted and one red coal 
rolled against his lips. He screamed and broke from 
Leonard. He couldn’t run, chained as he was, but he 
slid to the rough planking and began to writhe like a 
wild animal. 

“Bah!” Fox put down the shovel and took from his 
pocket a metal affair not unlike a pair of dividers with 
notched legs and a thumbscrew at the blunt end. He 
screwed the legs closed and, taking a hammer from 
Leonard, tapped the notched legs between the slave's 
teeth. He worked quickly, efficiently, obviously no 
stranger to the work. While he turned the screw, thus 
prying apart the jaws he held out one hand. Leonard 
slapped a funnel filled with the loose slop into it. Then 
Leonard held down the head forcefully. Fox sat on the. 
slave’s chest and inserted the tip of the funnel into the 
opened mouth. He grinned at the wildly rolling eyes 
and said, “Swallow, you dumb son of a bitch!” 

The slave’s mouth filled. The food ran through his 
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lips. Still he wouldn’t swallow. Fox cuffed him and 
drove his knee deep into his stomach. The slave gasped, 
sucked in the food and immediately began to choke, 
having inhaled a good part of the food. Fox kept at it 
for a few minutes, finally forcing in several funnelsfull. 
Then he yanked out the mouth opener and clambered 
stifly to his feet. The slave promptly regurgitated all 
the food and began to roll about the deck, clutching his 
throat and moaning incomprehensibly. 

“What's he say?” Fox snarled. 

Flame felt sick to her stomach as she watched the 
agonized slave roll and thrash. She saw his long nails 
tear at his throat. Her hands and then she, herself, 
moved to help him, to stop him. But . . . wouldn't he be 
better off? She listened in a trance as his voice rose in 
sudden frenzy. She caught bits and phrases that made 
her heart stone-heavy. 

Fox rapped her hard in the stomach with the butt of 
his whip. “Goddamn youl” he roared. “What's he sayin’ 
now? You'll get the other end of this whip in a minute!” 

She looked beyond the man, toward the cabin, at a 
still, slim figure standing erect, the pale eyes gleaming 
and seeming to burn a glowing path across the deck. 
In his left hand he held a large, black-leather Bible, the 
gilt edges of the pages wrinkled and dulled from con- 
stant wear. . 

Fox didn’t see him. He whacked Flame again and 
raised the whip high in his anger. “Damnit!” he 
shouted, his face purpling with frustration. 

“He wants to go home,” she intoned, her eyes never 
leaving the motionless figure, catching full the burning 
gaze and feeling pinned, helpless, like a butterfly on a 
painted board. “Home,” she repeated, drawing the word 
from the depths of her breast and feeling the wash of 
loneliness once more sweep over her. For that moment, 
she was not a female warrior, trained in a Spartan life 
and trained to kill and be killed if necessary. She was a 
woman... and she wept for the nameless man on the 
deck. 

Gradually, she became aware that Carpenter was 

standing by the prone man. The latter, for some reason, 

perhaps awed by the sudden silence and the stern figure 
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of the captain, rolled slowly to his knees. He held his 
hands, still shackled to the great chain, out and up in 
supplication. 

He spoke a bit of halting English—enough. “I die. I 
Reel co home, 

Fox whispered behind Carpenter's back. “He figures 
when he’s dead he'll go home, to his country and his 
people. Some idiot religion, sir.” 

Carpenter whirled on him. Scorn flared on his curling 
lip, in his spreading nostrils, and in his flashing eyes. 
“Do you think I'm stupid?” he asked icily, clipping off 
the words in brittle chunks. “For thirty years I've put 
up with such garbage as this.” He waved his hands at 
all the blacks, silent now, the whites of their round eyes 

leaming vividly against the darkness of their skins. 
“Pll put an end to it. Now!” He bent forward and whis- 
pered to Fox, “.. . and hide it a bit. There'll be alarm 
enough after I've done the job. Oh, and take the Book 
with you. I'll not have it sullied any longer by the stink 
of these animals.” 

Fox seemed stunned. “You mean to do... that, sir?” 

“Cit!” Carpenter spat at him. He turned to the slave, 
and with no attempt to conceal his contempt he said, 
“So... you feel that if you die... you go home. Is that 
a fact now?” He laughed dryly and then held up one 
finger as he saw Fox coming slowly toward him. “Just 
one moment, you dirty heathen... and you'll be home. 
Yes indeed . . . home, where all the folks will see you, 
will stare at you, won't know you at all. They'll run 
from you, they will. What do you think of that?” He 
bent and stuck his face close to that of the paralyzed 
slave. 

Fox slid behind them and furtively slid the short, 
broad-bladed sword between the two of them. “Ill not 
watch, sir, if you don’t mind. I...1...” He turned. 
quickly away and stared dumbly through the dark web 
of the netting and across the foaming white crests of 
the rolling sea. 

“As you wish.” Carpenter's move then was wizard- 
quick. His arm, his hand, the sword, seemed suddenly 
suspended high, the curve of the bleak smile on his 
face matching the bright bite of the sword. 
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He swung—so hard that the heavy sword sliced 
through the soft neck as though the man were made of 
paper. It went hurtling down to the deck where it 
plunged a full inch into the thick timbers. It stuck, drip- 
ping red, quivering. 

A curious singing came from his lips and he seemed 
not even to look at his handiwork. He stood tall and 
gazed out to sea. “Mr. Fox, you'll get it cleaned up 
here, and quickly. As soon as possible get them to 
dancing.” Then he began to stride up and down the 
deck, between the long, silent rows of chained slaves. 
What he had to say he said quickly and bluntly. 

“We'll have no more of this melancholia on this ship. 
You want to go home and you'll go headless. You feel 
if you die you return? Well. . . let me tell you,” shak- 
ing a wrathful fist up and down the line, “when your 
friends and relatives see your bloody trunk clomping 
down the street they'll run screaming! Hear that? Any 
more suicides or would-be’s get their head chopped 
off.” He paused for a moment to let the awful weight of 
his words sink in. His bleak eyes scanned the frightened 
faces, then he turned smartly and strode toward his 
cabin. He paused at the door. “Mr. Fox,” he said. 

Fox, shuddering and averting his eyes as two of the 
crew did the dirty work, looked up quickly. “Yes sir?” 

“Swing the guns around to bear on the deck. Load 
with cartridge and have a man stand by with a match 
while you're getting that done. Get the dance going as 
quickly as possible. I don’t like the looks of them.” He 
_glanced carefully at the slaves who were jostling each 
other slightly, moving carefully in their chains, whis- 
pering with tight-lipped mouths. All eyes were still on 
the bloodied corpse. 

Carpenter walked into the cabin and shut the door 
softly, but in a moment his head peered around the 
edge. “Mr. Fox . . . send her in in a bit.” His voice 
seemed much the same, perhaps an edge of queer soft- 
ness in it, but no more. The long head with its graying 
hair and deeply lined face remained stuck on the edge 
of the door as it waited for Fox's acknowledgment. 
When it came, the head bobbed and then tilted to look 
up into the bright sheet of blue overhead. It sniffed 
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and cocked a bit. “A mite of storm brewing, Mr. Fox. 
Reef a mite.” Then, quickly, the head vanished and the 
door shut .. . softly, carefully. — 

Leonard stared puzzledly at the silent door. “If that 
isn’t the goddamndest behavior,” he growled. 

Fox raised his eyebrows as he looked at him. At the 
same time, Fox seemed relieved, as though a battle had 
been fought, and the decision decisive, final. “This is 
your first trip with him, right?” 

WAVE. 2 0. 

“The worst is over, and now the fun begins. Agh! That 
phoney bastard!” He spat on the deck and rubbed it in 
with the sole of his boot, not cleaning the deck of it, but 
rather pressing in the spit as though to show contempt 
... Which he was. 

Leonard shrugged and idly scratched his backside as 
he watched the seamen scrub the deck, the “remains” 
now heaved into the sea. 

Fox grinned and jabbed Leonard in the ribs with his 
thumb. “There’s a storm coming all right . . . yesireee!” 


The first stars of the evening were bright pricks in the 
dark mantle of the night when Fox knocked once more 
on the cabin door. Three times this day he had knocked. 
Each time—after a long and tense stillness—he had been 
sent away gruffly. 

He waited, and out of the corner of his eye he 
watched the tall form of the girl, black as the night 
herself, and silhouetted against the pale gleam of the 
sea. He sighed and felt the muscles in his thighs tighten, 
contract, and the exquisite pleasure flow through his 
groin. God! What a woman! She made all the others 
seem drabs ... sluts .. . colorless . . . cold meat. That 
was the way he felt as his hungry eyes caressed and 
lingered over the full upright swell of her breasts, the 
bottom curve round and dark, shadowed like soft vel- 
vet, the upper slope silver bright and angling out to 
the darkish, fingering buds and the slim waist flowing 
so melodiously into full and vibrant thighs . . . her but- 
tocks . . . aye, her arse. He sighed and felt the kiss 
form on his lips, and already he felt the dove softness 
and warmth of her skin. 

39 


“Well Mr. Fox?” 

“Oh!” He turned, quite startled, and very guilty. Car- 
penter stood in the open door. His clothing was bizarre: 
red tassled slippers of silk; a flowing kimona with gold 
dragons and green, flickering flames. On his head was 
a small and close-fitting black cap. 

Fox steeled himself because he was very much afraid 
that he might. burst into sudden laughter. Such could 
prove fatal. 

“Ah,” looking down at his boots, “she’s here, sir.” 

“I see.’ He waved his hand brusquely then. “You've 
work to do?” 

“Aye,” Fox muttered darkly. Without a further look at 
either one he strode off blindly through the darkness. 

Carpenter reached for the girls arm. When he felt 
the largeness of it and the solid muscles he suddenly 
called out to Fox. “Fox! Stand by. Right by the door. I 
may call.” 

She felt the grip on her arm tighten once more, and 
then a gentle, but firm, tug. 

“Dont be afraid, my dear. Come in. Come in,” he 
said softly. 

The cabin was small, of course, on such a small ship 
—too small, it seemed to her as she stood silently, just 
inside the door. One lamp, turned down low, swayed. 
overhead in the center of the room, pulling the dark 
shadows in and out... in and out... sucking them 
from the walls and corners with gliding swoops an 
flinging them in abandon across the room like black 
phantoms. She was frightened now—apprehensive be- 
fore, fairly certain of what would probably occur, but 
resigned to her fate. 

Her eyes fixed helplessly on the floor, her shoulders 
tense with crawling dread, she knew that he was look- 
ing at her, his pale eyes examining every inch of her 
body. She could see his head move down, then one way, 
then the other. Why. didn’t he speak? Do something? 
Get it over with! 

He patted her backside and went to the table. It was 
set for two, side-by-side, very close. A large chunk of 
salted beef, still hot, was in the center of the table. A 
bowl of steaming rice laced with curry, -a pot of red 





jam, hard sea biscuits, and a bottle of port wine com- 
pleted the bill of fare. 

He crooked his finger at her and indicated one of the 
chairs. She moved slowly, doubtfully, until she saw the 
frown gather like a cloud on his face. She moved 
Baeey then, sliding onto the chair and sitting very 
still. 

He smiled and patted her head. Then, standing close 
to her, so that she could hear the soft hiss of his silk 
gown, and feel it rub and catch on her skin as he moved, 
he sliced a chunk of the beef. He put it, and rice and 
biscuit and jam, on her plate. He poured two large 
glasses of wine, and then with a sly grin on his face— 
seeming quite gay now—he tilted back her head with 
one finger under her chin. With the other hand, he held 
the glass to her lips. 

The cloying, rich, sweet smell of the thick wine nearly 
gagged her, yet when she felt the smooth liquid in her 
mouth and on her tongue she found it was very pleas- 
ant. A trace of a smile showed on her lips. Perhaps .. . 
perhaps it wouldn’t be as bad as she had thought. 

He caught the smile and grinned in delight—as happy 
as if he had a new toy... which, in fact, he had. The 
Book was safely locked away. He had steeped himself 
in the rigorous, stern mental discipline of the Calvinist 
faith. He had suffered. Oh . . . how he had suffered! He 
had denied himself completely, had thrust away all 
temptation with a contemptuous sweep of his horny 
hand. And now ... like an Easter Christian, the Day 
passed, he would wallow in the muck and mire of his 
soul. 

“Good?” He nodded, not waiting for her answer. He 
proceeded to cut the meat into bite-size pieces which 
he fed to her one by one, interspersed with bites of the 
other food, stiff draughts of wine, and purring morsels 
of talk. 

The wine went to her head quickly and soon she was 
laughing at his every sally, even beaming, even becom- 
ing so bold as to touch him through his robe, and to 
clasp his hand and press it to her breast. 

He filled her glass to the brim with the red wine, 
and with a sly chuckle. Then did the same to his. He 
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raised his glass and held it to his lips. As his sparkling 
eyes touched, then merged with her heated gaze, he 
said, “Drink up. Every bit of it. Then welll fuck! And 
how we'll fuck!” Like Billy Go, he fell in love with the 
word for that moment. The front of his robe pressed 
outward, angling toward Flame. “Let's see you live up to 
your name,” he hissed. “Make it a flaming fuck!” He tore 
off his robe and threw it onto his cot against the wall. 

He was pitifully thin and she was suddenly -very 
conscious of her own large and full-fleshed body. Her 
hands slid down and cupped her strong thighs. 

“Drink!” he commanded, waving his hand at her 
glass. The motion caused his erect penis—not nearly so 
thin and frail as the rest of his body—to sway and jounce 
like a thick disjointed finger. 

She picked up the glass and drained it greedily. Fire 
blossomed in her belly and her head began to spin. He 
wavered in front of her, seeming to dance about like an 
pe ere and pale scarecrow as she tried to bring him into 

ocus. 

“Stand up!” she heard him shout. 

She lurched to her feet and he moved like a striking 
snake, He rammed his wiry, white body against her with 
a wet smack. She was taller than he by an inch or so, and 
a good many pounds heavier. He reveled in all the hot 
black flesh, so feminine, so wet, firm, pungent. Like a 
dog, he snuffed at her face, her neck, her shoulders, 
and the firm slopes of her breasts. 

“God, I love that smell,” he moaned. “Mmmm-mmpfh!” 
He crouched slightly and put a hand on each breast. He 
pressed them together so that they bulged outward into 
a fantastic shape. He brushed his fevered face back 
and forth against the swollen flesh. His tongue lapped 
noisily—like an animal's. . 

She felt herself responding. Her head was back, and 
her chest pushed outward toward him. She swayed her 
upper body and shut her eyes at the good feeling as he 
mauled her breasts. Her hands grasped his lean and 
hairy buttocks. Her fingers sank in and pressed his flesh 
hard against her while her hips began to gyrate and 
pump against him. 

“Puts it in, mastuh suh! Puts it in! Caint wait no mo!” 
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She raised slightly and quickly brought one hand be- 
tween them. 

He sobbed incoherently as he felt her grabbing fingers 
and he acted in uncontrollable fashion, thrusting wildly 
against her and getting nowhere. 

“Damn!” she swore. She had to have him! The tension 
she’d been under, the enforced abstinence, and the effect 
of the alcohol had set her afire. 

With both hands between them now, she grabbed 
him while she raised, teetering on her toes, and pulled 
him forcefully into her. She settled, locked him in, flashed 
her hands around to his buttocks again and began to saw 
him up and down into her. She slammed him against her 
and heard him gasp and cry out like a baby. He was 
helpless in her hands, a piece of flesh to be used—as she 
had been but moments before. 

And now she began to gasp and cry out herself. Her 
head was thrown back once more,.her eyes were shut 
and she bit her lower lip each time she slammed him into 
her. 

And then, like a gleaming arrow suddenly launched, he 
stiffened. “Flame! Flame!” he shrieked. 


CHAPTER THREE 


“And now...get out!” Carpenter's impatient scowl 
was followed quickly by a brutal kick at her backside. 
It caught her completely by surprise and propelled her 
painfully through the open cabin door. She staggered 
and nearly fell to her knees. 

“Through...Captain?” she suddenly heard beside 
her. She was bent over, nearly on all fours, her hands 
scrabbling over the cold, wet planking of the deck as 
she fought to maintain her balance. With a quick up- 
ward toss of her head she saw the black hulking figure 
of Leonard beside her. 
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“Don’t move one little muscle,” he growled. “Yve 
waited long enough.” 

She saw the pistol in his hand, then the sudden move- 
ment of his fingers as he drew back the hammer. 

And in front of her, just a few feet away, another form 
awaited—dark, menacing. The pale light of the moon 
made a white and frozen mask of Fox’s face. 

And then the dry laugh of Carpenter came rasping 
through the warm night air. “Aye, have your pleasure. 
Tve done.” The cabin door shut slowly, firmly, and the 
cee snick of the latch was like the breaking of a brittle 
stick. 

Leonard came behind her quickly then. The cold hard 
muzzle of the pistol pushed between the cheeks of her 
buttocks. 

“What do you suppose would happen... Flame, dear, 

if this thing were to go off?” His scraping laugh told 
her it might do just that—just for laughs, for the sake 
of some curious quirk of his warped mind. He twisted 
the muzzle and prodded the tightness of her anus with 
it. 
Fox, although hard and callous himself, gasped at the 
thought. “Put the damn thing away, you fooll” he 
barked. “We've got her now, and were going to enjoy 
her... not slaughter her.” He was within inches of 
Flame’s lowered head now, and as he saw the dark pools 
of her eyes, rimmed with white, and the trembling of 
her full-lipped and sensuous mouth his heart began to 
race. He reached out with shaking hands and lightly 
stroked her soft and warm cheeks. He shot a quick look 
at Leonard to see if the latter were watching. He wasn't. 
He was bent over Flame’s tented buttocks, fumbling at 
his pants, Fox thrust his face close to Flame’s and 
brushed his cheeks, then his lips across her forehead. 
He lathed her tight-shut eyes with his tongue, then 
hunched over more to feel her lips on his. They were 
sweet, soft, and her breath was honeyed clove. 

And Flame now sensed the change that had come 
over the man, and she... she liked it. He was ugly, 
with his thin and weasel-like face, his scrawny body— 
hard, wiry, as though he were more animal than man. 
His beard stubble was rough, harsh. His body and 
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breath both stank. Yet, at the moment, and as Leonard’s 
pawing hands suddenly became almost tender in their 
loving caresses, Fox had the ineffable pungent odor and 
excitement about him of an animal in heat. The cloud 
of musk he exuded enveloped her and she felt herself 
responding. Her lips parted and she let his fat tongue 
shoot deep and swollen into her eager mouth. 

And then Leonard hooted derisively. He slapped her 
smartly on the buttocks as he jeered at Fox. 

“Why you goddamn filthy London scum! I do- believe 
you're kissing a nigger!” He peered over Flame’s hunched 
back and grinned at Fox who had suddenly backed off 
from Flame in quick and furtive fright. 

Leonard leaned on Flame’s haunches and idly tapped 
his fingers along her prickling spine. He chuckled and 
shook his head in amazement. 

“A nigger-kisser.... Well... for the love of my sweet 
arse,” he sighed in sheer wonder. “I suppose you'll marry 
the dear sweet girl next thing.” He leaned over more and 
began to prod with his rigid, bared penis between her 
buttocks. 

Fox had his long knife in his hand now. The look 
on his face was one of pure murder. “If you so much 
as breathe a word of this... just one tiny whisper... 
Yl cut your throat. Cut it so that you'll smile crimson 
and wet from one ear to the other.” 

Leonard met the fierce gaze for a fleeting moment, 
then lowering his head he mumbled something about it 
all just being a joke. Of course he’d say nothing. Why 
... he'd seen nothing at all. Really! Nothing. He knew 
quite well that while he was a bigger and a stronger man 
than Fox, and more than a match for him in an open 
fight, there'd be many a night when he’d lie in his bunk 
and not dare to shut his eyes. Fox would do as he said. 
It was written in the horrible grimace on his maddened 
face. 

Leonard chuckled loudly, boisterously. “Give her a 
bit of the old salt Billy, Fox. Eh?” He leered salaciously. 
“We'll get her from both ends.” He slapped Flame’s rear 
once more. “Spread cheeks, dearie. Old Leonard's going 
through the chute!” 

Fox’s tension began to abate, to change direction. He 
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became angry with himself now. To sully himself with 
the likes of a black bitch! His hands went to his pants 
and he swiftly undid the cumbersome buttons. One 
sweep and swoop, and. his middle, his privates, and his 
thin, hard shanks were bared. He moved in to her and 
sank his fingers cruelly into the tight, kinky hair. 

Both men began to chuckle now as they forced them- 
selves into her. Leonard’s hard and horny hands spread 
her wide, and then he pushed and prodded to make his 
penetration. Fox yanked her close and at the same time 
thrust forward so that half the hard length of his en- 
gorged phallus buried itself deep in her mouth. 

Her eyes were shut tightly. She fought the nausea, the 
rolling, roiling sea of disgust and despondency that 
threatened to overwhelm her. She finched at the sudden 
and searing pain as Leonard finally penetrated, spread 
the tight opening of her anus, and then bucked his way 
gleefully into her. The pain was dreadful. No one had 
ever done such to her before. How could he possibly 
enjoy itP But enjoy it he did! He beat with his fists 
on her bent and shaking back, slammed into her as 
though he were trying to crush every bone in her body, 
reduce her to a shivering, helpless pulp. 

Once before, on the ship, the first time with Carpenter, 
she had enjoyed her sex. Not now. She was caught be- 
tween two rabid wolves, intent on total assimilation of 
her. Later, Carpenter had been horrible enough, what 
with his weird, bizarre, and childishly-cruel sexual play 
... but this—! 

Leonard stopped to rest a moment, leaning his heavy 
weight against her, pushing his huge phallus deep within 
her. He grunted in satiated pleasure. 

“Nothing like black meat, eh, Fox?” 

Fox cupped her chin and slowed her motions. “Aye,” 
he grinned, happy now. He glanced overhead, and in the 
east behind him he saw the first pearl sheen of dawn. 
“We'll be there by mid-afternoon, and then—by God! 
_Tll sink this shaft into a white wench!” He cuffed the 
side of Flame’s head. “Get on with it now, and don’t 
pull away one moment!” He grabbed her hair once more 
and began to bang himself against her face. 
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“Yeow!” Leonard caught fire once more and tore in 
from behind with renewed savagery. 

Flame staggered and fell to her knees and they moved 
quickly, brutally, eagerly, with her. Dimly, over the wet, 
slapping, thumping of their bodies, and over the steady 
moaning of the lost souls in the dank catacomb beneath 
the deck, she could hear the constant metallic clinking of 
their heavy chains, could hear with a deadened heart 
the sharp, eerie flapping of the billowing sails overhead 
as they caught the off-shore wind that would soon sweep 
them up to the “new and promised land”—the promise 
and kiss of death. — 


And in this year of 1750, in the burgeoning young 
colony of the greatest power in the civilized world, one 
Jonathan Edwards was forced to resign his pulpit in 
Northampton, Massachusetts, by those who opposed his 
emphasis on the sinful nature of man. With his going, 
The Great Awakening, that spiritual revival that had 
sprung with soaring wings from the raw earth of the 
new continent, became sleepy ... died. 

And then, too, the good doctors Bard and Middleton of 
New York performed an excellent and edifying dissection 
on the corpse of one Hermannus Carrol, executed mur- 
derer. The resultant essay was a model of perfection. 

And one Thomas Pinckney was born that year, an 
heir to a vast fortune built in great. part from the sale 
of Carolina indigo. His brother, his sister, were imbued 
practically from birth with the unending and somber 
tenents of the Bible. And perhaps it was then when Eliza, 
the mother, in a rapturous mood, gazing out upon the 
sweeping green acres, the waving blue-green of the 
indigo, and the glistening, sweat-beaded, black backs, 
might have clasped her hands before her breast and 
uttered quietly that poem of which she was so par- 
ticularly fond: 


When all thy mercies, O my God 
My rising soul surveys, 

Transported with the view, I’m lost 
In wonder, love and praise. 
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She lay curled, rolled into a tight, defensive ball in 
the shadow of the longboat, well under, where she had 
crawled when the two men had finished, had kicked 
her floundering across the wet deck. She had lain quietly, 
be’ an aching mass of bruises, her mind a formless 
void. 

And finally, she had fallen asleep, and slept the sleep 
of the dead. Her first real rest for better than a week. 
The wild man who was Carpenter had hardly ceased 
for nights on end. He had been at her constantly, had 
taken fiendish delight as he saw her body, then her spirit, 
broken. He, himself, had run on and on, like some 
hideous perpetual toy, had seemed possessed by some 
unholy fire—fed, it seemed, by his consumation of her. 

She was conscious now of the slow dip and rise of the 
ship, different from the regular heavy pitch and swoop 
that had obtained for weeks and weeks, and certainly 
different from that terrible night when the storm had 
struck like a howling banshee, shrieking across the vast 
sweep of ocean, when a spar had snapped, fallen, and 
crushed. several of the women on deck, and when the 
men below had, with incredible, superhuman fanaticism, 
broken their chains and smashed the overhead grating. 
They had stormed up onto the deck like charred things 
from hell. 

And the guns had been leveled at just that spot, two 
on a side, and one in the stern. They had spoken with the 
yoice of thunder, and spewed the deadly small shot with 
a whistling, screaming sound. The knotted clumps of 
clustered slaves, still hesitant on the verge of escape, 
had withered, melted, sprawled to the deck, cut and 
hacked as though by some many-toothed monster. 

Forty-some blacks were slaughtered in that one hide- 
ous blast, along with three of the crew who had not 
jumped away in time. ‘Suicide had claimed another 
dozen, despite Carpenter making good his threat of 
decapitation. He had even ghoulishly stuck the severed 
heads into the tight, strong netting that completely sur- 
rounded the deck. 

There were now four in the crew... and Carpenter. 
His Book was still locked away in the massive teak desk 
in the cabin. His solace was now found in rum. It was 
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doubtful that he would draw a sober breath until the 
ships—all three~had been emptied of their cargo, 
cleaned, aired, and stuffed with hides, raw.sugar, indigo, 
and naval stores for the last leg of the Triangular Pas- 
sage, that which led back to England. 

Not one hundred slaves remained, and the other ships 
had fared little better. A calm of more than two weeks, 
a month back, the sea a glass desert, and the sky a 
blazing sheet of incandescent blue, had left the tiny 
ships stuck, glued, motionless. The longboats and heavy 
hausers and groups of toiling blacks at the oars, breaking 
their backs, arms, in the horrible heat and calm had 
helped some, had towed foot-by-foot, but no more. And 
the tempest that had raged but days before had smashed 
more than half of the water casks. 

The daily ration of one-half pint became a quarter- 
pint. Dehydration, and that scourge of the open seas, 
dysentery (the bloody flux) had set in. One day, thirty- 
six men, and four of the women had been shoved through 
the netting, some dead, some not. Before the week was 
over close to one hundred had jettisoned. 

Echoing through the dull vapors of her stupified sleep, 
she heard the crashing open of the hatch, the snarls 
and curses of the crew, and the sounds the men made as 
they lifted themselves wearily out onto the deck and into 
the bright light. The fetid odor crawled like smoke 
across the deck, cast its loathsome shadow over her. She 
curled tighter, clasping her hands to her breasts. Her 
eyes were shut so tightly it was painful, and she pressed 
her head hard against the bulwark, feeling like a dull 
and regular thunder, the beating of her pulse. She lay 
that way for hours, it seemed, and it was much later, 
when the sun had reddened and cast its ocherous glow 
across the gleaming deck that she awakened—awakened 
to hear once more the raucous shouts of the crew, the 
whimpering of the women and children, and the sweep- 
ing, rattling rustle overhead that suddenly cast a great 
black shadow like the curving wing of some giant bird 
across the deck. She shivered in the sudden dark and 
chill. Was it night once more? 

Slowly and fearfully, she turned, raised her head, and 
gazed upward in astonishment. A blackened expanse of 
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dirty canvas covered a full half of the deck, lay over 
the stern like a foul shroud hardly a foot over her head 
as she clambered slowly to her feet. 

She was not alone. Huddled in a gray and shifting 
knot were perhaps twenty of the women, a few of the 
smallest children (clinging wildeyed to the naked legs of 
their mothers—if such they were), and a trio of scare- 
crow men—emaciated, belly-distended, and the wild 
look of the damned in their rolling eyes. 

Further out, toward the bow, in the garish light of 
the setting sun she could see Fox, Leonard, and one 
other of the whites. They were armed with muskets, held 
at the ready. They seemed to be waiting, nervously ex- 
pectant. Carpenter was nowhere in sight. 

Beyond, on the dock, the tall houses and buildings 
of Charles Town glooming black against the red sun, 
was a milling throng of whites, all men, all hard and 
tense—waiting also. They faced the ship and the flimsy, 
but broad, gangplank, the rougher and burlier men in 
the forefront. 

At that moment, as Leonard slowly raised his musket 
and whitened his finger on the trigger, Fox darted a 
quick look in under the gloom of the tented canvas. 
He saw the tall and stalwart figure of Flame standing 
alone by the long boat. He swore, and his face purpled. 

Leonard lowered the gun. “What in blue hell is eating 
you, Fox? Have ya gone daft? Scattered yer wits?” 

“What in hell is she doing here?” Fox pointed in aston- 
ishment at Flame. 

Leonard followed his gaze and let out a long, soft 
whistle. “I thought he’d taken her. She must have hid 
under the boat. All the good ones are at the auction— 
with him. Keerist! I heard him say she'd bring fifty 
pounds sterling...and now...” 

Fox grunted and made a sour face. “It’s five pounds 
—local—now, just like all the others. They've paid their 
money and any goddamn black left on this ship now be- 
longs to the one who grabs it. It’s in the agreement.” 
He shrugged, and then eyed Leonard warningly. “He'll be 
back later with blood in his eye. Let’s hope he drowns 
his senses in rum and forgets her. Otherwise—.” He ran 
his finger across his throat with a quick, incisive motion. 
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“Mind you,” he admonished once more, “we know noth- 
ing. Nothing at all...never saw her.” - 

“Aye.” Then Leonard cast a worried look at the milling 
crowd, edging closer, moving onto the edge of the gang- 
plank, their faces scowling, their hands moving restlessly. 
“Ready?” he asked Fox tensely. 

Fox nodded. He began to move well off to one side, 
toward the cabin door. “When you pull that trigger, 
run! We'll duck into the cabin. Youll think all hell 
has broken loose when they come up that plank!” 

Leonard moved a few steps closer to the cabin. He 
raised the gun suddenly and fired it. Before the smoke 
had cleared he was inside the cabin with Fox—and the 
heavy door locked. 

And all hell did break loose on the dock. It was a 
stampede, each wild man rushing, shoving, pummeling, 
shouting as he thundered up the swaying planks that 
bent omniously, that threatened to break and send them 
all hurtling into the oily waters of Charles Town harbor. 
Their voices rose to a triumphant bellow as they gained 
the deck... a slight pause, their eager eyes casting about 
in under the shadowed gloom of the canvas, searching 
for the likeliest prey. 

The hapless blacks had begun to scream, to dash madly 
into the darkest, farthest reaches of their fragile cavern. 
They were to be eaten! This was the fear that had beset 
them ever since they had been torn, wrenched, from 
their native land. The fear had been fed by the fierce 
and ghoulish tales of the crew who frequently, for 
sport, for malice, because of sheer boredom, had patted 
the black flanks, buttocks, breasts, and smacked their 
lips. 

Several of the blacks, gone mad with fear, tore through 
the netting at the rear and plunged headlong into the 
sea, only to be dragged out roughly and efficiently by 
the wiry hands of the waiting Indians prowling the sides 
of the ships in their rough-hewn, cypress, dugout canoes. 

Flame stood in a crouch, arms forward, strong fingers 
curled, ready. They would not take her without a fight. 
She knew the cannibalism ploy of the crew was not 
true and she had heard clearly—and understood—just 
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what was occurring. And, she'd be damned if they’d 
have her... like some prize cattlel 

Until she saw the tallish, lean young man, that one with 
the wild and exuberant grin of pure excitement and de- 
light on his thin face. An unruly shock of black hair fell 
down over his rather large and beak-like nose. His mouth 
was set in a fixed smile, rather tight and tense, but child- 
like. His eyes were dark, cerulean blue, sparkling with 
mischief under his jutting black brow. He seemed at a 
loss for any further action, seemed undecided, seemed 
ready to turn and forget the whole thing. 

She made up her mind quickly then as a duo of 
burly, deerskin jacketed men saw her and made a 
sudden dive for her. She slid gracefully to one side... 
but with awesome speed. One foot flashed out and the 
lead man tripped, fell heavily, cursing, to the deck. The 
other bore down on her, a grinning and triumphant light 
in his eyes. She doubled her fist and sank it like a pile- 
driver straight into the pit of his stomach. He folded 
with a horrible gasp, and then both her hands, clubbed 
together, came smashing down on the back of his thick 
neck. He dropped soundlessly and lay inert. 

Her movement was with the speed of black light now. 
With a tremendous leap that carried her hurtling over 
the two prone men she crashed into the stunned and 
awed figure of the young man. Her strong arms snapped, 
clamped, about his chest, and crushed his body to her 
naked breast. He was completely helpless, dumfounded, 
and fearful as she lifted his feet clear of the deck and 
crushed him even tighter to her bare body. 

Eye to eye, they looked at each other. She saw the 
fright in his eyes turn to wonder, then to perfect delight. 
The grin came back on his face and he finally managed 
to blurt out, “Good Lord! Put me down! I feel like a 
complete ass held so helpless by a woman. Woman...” 
he repeated in wonder, sexual excitement kindling a flame 
inside him as he suddenly became conscious of the hard, 
firm pressure of her naked breasts burning against his 
chest, and the heat of her lower body where they were 
meshed groin to groin. 

She smiled at him, at his face without guile, with 
his heart melting out through his trembling lips. She 
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knew in her own heart that he was not a Leonard, a 
Fox, a Carpenter, or any of the. others. She touched her 
lips to his, just a soft, willow-warm touch, then whis- 
pered, “I am yours? You have captured me?” She found 
it difficult to keep a pleading, near-desperate sound out 
of her voice. The bald fact that she had done the captur- 
ing quite escaped her... and him also. , 

His eyes shut slowly and he listened to the boom- 
booming of his heart. He tasted the sweetness of her 
lips and knew that never had he held such a woman in 
all his life. “You're mine,” he said. “Mine...mine... 
mine.” 

Tommy Scott, twenty-one, overseer of a small rice and 
indigo plantation, fifty-odd miles north and west of 
Charles Town, across miles of swamp and bog and brush, 
on the bank of the upper Santee, which slowed at that 
spot on the last slopes of the Carolina Piedmont, had not 
meant to buy a slave at all. 

No ... he had simply come to town to sell his several 
saddlebags of dried indigo, to buy a few supplies, and 
to see a bit of the wild and bustling life of this boisterous 
pup of a city. 

He had one now, paid for out of his own pocket... 
and what a one! As she relaxed her grip around his chest 
and let his feet touch the deck once more, and as she 
gazed with burning amber eyes at him, he suddenly be- 
came enthralled with her. He shouldn't, he knew—for 
several reasons. The obvious one being that she was. 
black; the other... well...he’d make the best of it 
somehow. As he stepped back—but grasping her thick, 
hard arm possessively—-he swept his eyes up and down 
her splendid, gleaming body. With a murmur of awe, 
he touched one surging breast, followed the thrusting 
curve with fingers of wonder. Her breasts. were so firm, 
so perfectly shaped, so large, so...so...He sighed 
again and again, and marveled at his luck. 

The two brutes whom Flame had smashed to the floor 
were ‘standing close together, eyeing Tommy and her 
with a heavy menace that boded no good at all. 

Tommy was no coward, but also knew he’d not stand 
a chance against the two. And, he was not about to lose 
his prize. 

53 


“Co!” he whispered fiercely into her ear. At the same 
time, he broke into a run, heading back toward the gang- 
plank. He held onto her hand automatically, and it was 
not until they were safely onto the dock and mingling 
with the crowd of watchers that he realized he no longer 
led. She was ahead of him, tugging hard at his hand. 

But then, suddenly, she stopped. She cast her eyes 
about wildly and shrank back toward him. Involuntarily, 
one hand, in an unconscious feminine gesture of modesty, 
had crept to her breasts, covering them as best she 
could. She turned toward hirn, crowded close, and started 
to speak, tried to speak, but she could not. 

Shame, because of her nakedness, had suddenly over- 
whelmed her. It was a new sensation, a strange one, 
and rather terrifying. All around, the loiterers were star- 
ing. The passers-by were no longer passing by. They 
had stopped. Their eyes were riveted on her, sweeping 
boldly, appraisingly, lasciviously, over her flanks, her. 
belly, her bush of black sex, and her sweeping breasts. 

Tommy understood immediately. He scowled around, 
ready to fight, but all he saw were the smiles, the 
smirks of the lewd...and the envy. There were no 
women present, save for a pair of scurrying servant 
maids, swinging down the street, their plump haunches 
bouncing, jouncing, like neat hams. 

He had to get her out of sight—quick! And out of 

town. He had the definite feeling that trouble would 
come his way ... and hers—very shortly. A man and his 
slave excited no comment, hardly a glance .. . usually. 
It was a very common sight, but she was no common 
sight. 
He grabbed for her hand once more, to move off 
quickly, to get away from them all, but as he felt the 
warm and intimate pressure of her fingers he was caught 
in a maddening mixture of emotions. She was not a 
girl, a woman, a... lady. She was a black nigger. One 
did not hold hands with a black nigger. No... one led 
the way while it followed dutifully. 

His eyes darted about, scanning the gleaming eyes 
watching them. Boldness seized him, came to his aid. He 
laughed boisterously and slapped her a good whack on 
the behind. 
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“Betta holds yo’, wench. Holds tight till ah gits yo’ 
spancelled, ironed-up good ’n tight. Ain't havin’ yo 
run, not after shellin’ out good hard money fer yo! Come 
along now!” whacking her even harder now, then setting 
off briskly and towing her in his wake. 

She followed, of course, but puzzled. Why had he 
acted so? Was he afraid? Was he . . .P She shrugged and 
began to lope slightly as he actually broke into a hurried 
trot, his hand in an iron grip on her fingers and his eyes 
staring dead ahead. 

They passed the Bull—that noisy, boisterous, full-of- 
fun tavern he usually went to. He knew too many there 
and knew he’d never be able to cope with their joshing. 
Head averted, not heeding the whistles and calls of ap- 
proval and lewd remarks, he flew by the Bull. He had 
stabled his stallion (and a warm, excited glow came 
into his breast as he thought of the horse—a magnificent, 
bronzed piece of horseflesh) at Old Bill's, a taciturn 
grouch who minded his own business, as long as he 
was paid promptly. 

Flame was in a sweat—literally, and figuratively. 
Charles Town, with its subtropical muggy heat, was 
hardly cooler or more bearable in the summer than 
Abomey. The sweat beaded down her cheeks, her broad 
shoulders, and dampened the deep crease between her 
tossing breasts. And as she stole glance by glance at all 
the whites—all dressed, the men all armed—some hard- 
bitten workers, seamen, trappers...some  townsmen 
in their fine waistcoats, tight trousers and gleaming 
boots...the women dressed so voluminously, wide- 
panniered, flouncy skirts, parasols canted to ward off 
the slanting rays of the lowering sun, the white skins so 
white they seemed bleached. As she saw all these people 
and the bustle on the dirty, dung-littered street, wagon 
trains, pack horses plodding by, tall ships swaying at 
the piers, and then the tall, tall buildings and houses, she 
felt panic rise with acute and wrenching suddenness. 
She whimpered and grasped Tommy by the belt, hauling 
him close to her. Where were they going? What would 
happen now? 

They were lucky. Broad Street, as he tured quickly 
into it, was deserted. It was a short street, barely a hun- 
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dred yards of ruts with a soft patina of three-inch dust. 
On the left, a heavy mass of impenetrable blackberry 
bushes, loaded heavily with lush, sweet, and very dirty 
berries. On the right, two raggle-taggle storehouses for 
cotton, corm, and what have you. Further on, at the 
canal’s edge, where the Woodman Trail led off to the 
north and west, was Bill's place, a ramshackle frame 
building containing a tiny kitchen, a good-sized bar, 
upstairs one room for Bill, and in the back, set tight 
against a copse of luxuriant palmettoes, a two-horse 
stable, tended to by one Jupiter-Jove, a scrawny old 
black runt whose abiding ability was his penchant for 
falling asleep at the drop of a hat. Right now, he sat 
wearily against his chopping block, the axe at his side 
and perhaps two sticks chopped from the cord or more 
by the stable. 

“Jupel” Tommy leaned over and hissed in his ear. 
Then he clapped his hand to Jupe’s mouth as the big 
eyes popped open, then the gaping mouth. Tommy 
hissed at him again, not angry, but warily. “Anybody in 
there but old Bill?” He tossed. his head back toward the 
inn. 

Jupe mumbled something or other under the covering 
hand, shook his head from side to side and then saw 
Flame. His “Lord Amighty!” was plain enough to hear 
and he sighed as though he had seen the Pearly Gates 
open wide just for him. 

“All right. Be quiet, ‘n ole Bill won’t hear “bout yer 
sleepin’ agin. How’s the head these days?” He removed 
his hand from Jupe’s mouth and ran it carefully over the 
furrowed, scarred spot of bare skull that ran clear down 
the center of Jupe’s head. When a youth, he’d gotten 
careless with a mule and gotten a mean kick in the head 
for his reward. Since then, he seemed to have nothing 
on his mind but sleep, sleep, sleep. He’d fall asleep while 
talking, eating, standing up. Then, when shaken awake, 
or hollered at, he’d snap to and go right on as though 
nothing at all had happened. 

“Fine, jes fine, mastuh Tommy, suh. Ain't lookin’ fo’- 
ward ta winter though. Hurts powful then, mighty 
pow ful.” He shook his head slowly at the pow ful hurt 
he waited for, and the sympathy he knew he’d get from 
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Tommy. Now there was one white man who was all right 
... yes sir, all right! He grinned slyly, performing the 
impossible by watching Flame at the same time as he 
watched Tommy’s hand sliding into his pocket. “Sweets, 
mastuh suh?” he asked hopefully. He smacked his thick 
_red lips with a wet popping sound. 

Tommy grinned. He fished out a gummy mass of 
yellowed horehound drops. He tossed one idly into his 
mouth, chewed and crushed it loudly and then asked 
rather matter-of-factly, “Midnight done fed good? 
Scrubbed down? Watered? Oats?” . 

Jupe rolled his eyes till they seemed all white. “Yas- 
suh, shinin’ lak a niggah’s heel, mastuh Tommy, suh.” 

Tommy broke the lump of candy into two pieces and 
popped one half—the smaller half, after a quick ap- 
praisal—into Jupe’s yawing, grinning mouth. He tapped 
Jupe with an admonishing finger on the forehead. “Jes 
yo has him ready anytime tonight. Anytime at allf He 
tapped. his last words into Jupe’s skull with playful, 
but firm, shakes of his forefinger. 

Jupe nodded vigorously, and his eyes now went back 
to Flame who stood silent, close to Tommy, just slightly 
back. Jupe studied her thoughtfully, read the soulful gaze 
in her large eyes as she continued to look at Tommy 
...and at no one or anything else. | 

Jupe coughed slightly, to cover his temerity, and 
whispered behind his hand so that Flame couldn’t hear 
him. “Begs yo’ pahdon, mastuh suh, Nigga gots no 
right ta talk, knows that, ah does... but—” He sighed 
again and a peaceful, happy smile swept over his homely 
old face. “She a lovin’ yo’. Yo’ gots a niggah fo’ life, 
mastuh Tommy, suh.. . yassuh!” 

Tommy flushed and frowned. “Gittin’ ole ’n uppity, 
Jupe. Nigger gals don’t love. Yo’ knows bettah than 
that. Jes yo’ gits Midnight ready ta fly.” He nodded 
emphatically and turned away, his hand automatically 
closing over Flame’s. 

Jupe watched in perfect delight as the two walked 
slowly up to the back door of the inn. He giggled as he 
saw Tommy slip the rest of the candy into her mouth, 
whisper something close to her ear, then stroke one 
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shining, rounded buttock. She moved close to him, her 
head canting close to his. 

Old Bill—barefoot, patched canvas pants hitched loose 
over his thin shoulders by a couple of lengths of old 
hamess straps, his little pot belly mooning over the 
tattered waist of the pants—sat sleepily in his old cap- 
tain’s chair and sucked slowly, noisily, wetly, on his old 
comcob. Occasionally, one long and lean arm would 
slide across to the apple barrel beside him and slide 
out and up the big jar of com squeezings. He'd just 
had another litile nip... fine, healthy thing for an old 
man on a hot day... nobody around to talk to and lie to, 
and his old bones.aching even in the sultry heat. Then he 
saw the sudden gleam of light in the back where Tommy 
had cautiously opened the door, peering in to see if 
all-was well-meaning no one there but old Bill. 

Bill held the jar motionless, cradling it in the crook 
of his arm. “Seed yo’, Thomas. Know’d ’t'was you. Come 
in. Come in. Set a spell. Horse ready? That lazy old 
blackass a mine cut moren two sticks a wood? He 
sleepin’? Gotta string im up right quick. Give ‘im a few 
good licks. Can’t do it maself.” He touched his right 
arm—the one that held the jar so firmly—and winced. 
“Rheumatiz right pert these days. Needin’ a young man 
ta cut Jupe down ta size ...not too hard a course. Care 
ta cut a little a his black meat, Thomas?” He looked 
hopefully at Tommy, but seeing the blank stare he 
simply shrugged. “Well, come in. Come in. Set a spell. 
pam Glee 


He sat up with a sudden jerk and stared transfixed. 
He’d seen Flame now. “Good God Amighty!” He scram- 
bled to his feet with amazing alacrity, started: toward 
Tommy, then peered quickly out the front and down the 
street. “Ain’t no man in sight,” he muttered. “Good thing, 
too.” He set down the jar carefully on the barrel and 
walked very deliberately toward the two. “Shut thet 
goddamn door, Thomas!” he hollered. 

It was dark now, and the interior of the small inn 
was dark, gloomy. He picked up a lantern, lighted it 
very deliberately, as though performing some sort of 
ritual. Really, he wanted to make damn sure he got the 
best of all possible looks at Flame. Besides, he savored 
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the delay. He was too old to do anything, but how he 
loved to look and think! 

He walked straight to her and held the lantern high, 
off to one side, so that the mellow glow bathed the 
bright black sheen of her skin into a golden-dark and 
dusky color. He whistled and touched the dried white 
skin of his old fingers on the flowing curve of her left 
breast. 

“She’s yer'n, Thomas?” His fingers cupped, folded, 
then held the warm, vibrant flesh of her breast. The heat 
of her swarmed into his pores, through his veins, and 
was like a surge of adrenelin. He suddenly gave a long 
and loud sigh. Then he actually performed a little skip- 
ping motion and a leap of pure joy as he twitted first one 
firm, dark nipple, then the other. 

Tommy grinned. “Yep,” he said proudly. “Bought ’n 
paid fer!” He put his arms around her waist and drew 
her close protectively. “Ain't she somethin’; though,” he 
sighed. 

“You rob the bank?” asked old Bill, incredulity in his 
eyes. He had a darn good idea what she'd cost. 

“Uh-uh, got it in a scramble.” He flushed at the use 
of the word it, knowing Bill expected it, knowing he 
had used it automatically, but feeling the hurt the 
moment he said it. He squeezed her waist harder to let 
her know how he really felt. 

Bill grunted and moved the lantern around so that he 
could view her from every angle. “Minds ifn ah fingers 
it jes a mite, Thomas? Don’t get a chanct too often no 
mo’. Ain’t nobody ’roun now.” He shot a quick look out 
front again. 

Tommy frowned. “Jes a pass ’r two, Bill. Figures on 
gittin’ a bit of grub, sackin’ out, then gittin’ a good start 
back to the Swamp come sunup.” 

Flame wanted to please Tommy, but she didn’t es- 
pecially care for the old man—the way he looked, the way 
he smelled of rank body odor, tobacco, whiskey, bad 
teeth; the manner in which he slapped, pinched, and 
fondled every part of her. He even had her turn and bend 
way, way over while he squatted and looked her “square” 
in the buttocks. He set down the lantern between her 
legs and palmed each quivering haunch. She never 
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complained, maybe jumped a little when he diddled the 
crease between her legs with his little finger, but... 
but she put up with it. It could have been worse. It 
had been worse, and—most important—she was becoming 
very fond of Tommy. She could tell by the shifting of 
his feet, the rapid clenching and. unclenching of his fists 
and the impatient growling sounds that he was 
jealous. Yes...that’s what it was! He was actually 
jealous! She was his wench! 

She glowed inwardly, feeling better than she had for 
months. She became a bit bold and leaned her back- 
side right against old Bill's whiskered face. The latter 
cackled gleefully and gave each cheek a loud and very 
wet smack, 

Tommy had had enough—quitel “Herel Tha’s ‘nuf, 
Old Bill. Wastin’ good time we is. Git some vittles. She 
gets same as me. Whateva yo’ got.” 

“Same as yo’?” Bill grunted as he rose from his squat- 
ting position and gave a questioning look at Tommy. 

The latter set his mouth grimly. “Same. Gotta feed her 
good. Keeps her strong. She gonna run ‘sides me on 
Midnight. We got "bout two days ta git there.” - 

Bill shuffled about his cupboard and old stove. He 
looked slyly at Tommy, then meaningfully at Flame. 
“What all she going ta say when yo’ shows up with it?” 
He hummed mischievously now as he slapped a huge 
chunk of smoked ham into the old skillet, then broke 
half a dozen eggs around it. 

“Jes pass me that thar jug a yer'n, ’n stop a flappin’ 
yer jaws ‘bout somethin what ain’t none a yer min’.” He 
glared for a brief instant, then grabbed at the jug Bill 
reluctantly held out for him. 

Wisely, Bill pursued the subject no further. He knew 
Tommy had the devil of a temper. He would tackle the 
biggest, meanest man in town if given insult; he fre- 
quently came out the worst but seemed to bounce right 
back. Had a core of steel somewhere in his slim body, 
even if it had too little flesh and bone around it. Yet 
there was something else Old Bill had heard, didn’t 
know if it were true, but it made good conversation. 
Besides, Tommy’d like it .. . like it real fine. 

He waited until Tommy had a slug of the white light- 
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ning rolling around in his gut, and until he’d shoveled 
in a couple of the eggs. Then Bill sat opposite the two 
at the small plank table, pushing the lantern to one side, 
nearest Flame, so that he could gaze to his heart's 
content at her. The way her heavy, lush breasts just 
hung over the edge of the table like great ripe, jouncy, 
golden fruit just made his mouth water. He felt some- 
thing stir deep down within his loins—a warm, swelling, 
very pleasurable sensation. He reached down and felt of 
himself in sudden wonder. He smiled widely and cackled 
in almost demented delight. 

“By God! By God! It’s a hard-on! A real goddamn, 
honest-to-goodness hard cock! Would you look at that, 
Thomas?” He beamed as he sat back and waggled his 
hard-on for Tommy to see. 

Tommy grimaced in disgust. “Why, ya ole goat!” But 
then he looked over and down to see for himself. His 
eyes sprang open in astonishment. “It shore does look 
like it, Bill, Well... well.” He reached into Bill’s lap to 
make sure. He squeezed the rigid flesh appraisingly. 
“Shore ‘nuf is,” he said in a voice of wonder. 

Bill suddenly became extremely excited. He hopped 
up from his seat, holding onto his front and looking at 
Tommy with the lost, forlorn eyes of an old hound dog. 
And then he looked at Flame with much the same look. 

Tommy shook his head. “Jes yo’ goes behind the bam 
er sumpin’, “n bangs “gainst | a tree. Probly nuthin’ in it 
but ole rusty nails anyway.” 

Old Bill fumed and fussed and hopped up and down 
like a cricket on a buzz saw. “Mayn’t never happen agin’, 
Thomas!” he wailed. He pranced about the room mut- 
tering to himself, getting angry now, his scratchy voice 
sounding mean and crotchety. He stood in the front 
door looking down the street. He stood there for long 
moments, finally leaning against the door jamb, and 
then finally spilling out a vicious little chuckle. 

“Was goin’ a tell yo’. Then wasn’t. Now ah does. Two 
things now though.” He craned his old head around 
like a whitened turkey gobbler and pinned his beady old 
eyes on Tommy who'd just cleaned his plate and was 
softly rubbing the back of Flame’s hand resting on his 
thigh. Bill spat it out finally. “He’s back. They done 
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caught ’im. Heard all "bout it this very morning when 
one a them red varmints come in with his load a 
scroungy hides.” 

Tommy ignored him, more or less. Right now, he was 
chucking Flame under the chin and she was giggling 
happily—happily because she liked him so much and 
because he had been slyly and steadily spooning old 
Bill’s booze into her. 

“Aw,” Tommy muttered finally. “He—whoP” 

Bill spelled it out, with malicious satisfaction. “B-L- 
A-Z-E! Blaze, that’s he-who-what!” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Tommy: spun around. His fingers sank hard into 
Flame’s broad thigh. He was stunned. Blaze? 

It had been five years ago that the handsome, giant 
Negro slave had run one summer night from the Swamp. 
His woman, Helen, had gone with him. Some fool had 
been careless with a campfire and the vast acres of 
standing dry rice had burned like a bonfire. One Spider 
and Teach, black sub-overseers, had been found dead. 
And... and, so, too, had Tommy’s brother Hugh. Big, 
bluff, noisy, drunken, loutish, brutal . . . all these .. . but 
still a brother . . . Tommy's brother. Drowned, drunk, 
swilling down his booze while sitting in a bathtub by the 
fireplace. 

His swirling and confused thoughts came to a sudden 
stop as he heard old Bill's cackling call to someone 
approaching the inn. 

*Hey? Who is it?” He got to his feet quickly, his hand 
curled protectively over Flame’s shouder. 

Bill snickered. Deny him a little nigger tail, would 
he? And when he’d had the goddamndest hard-on he'd 
ever thought possible..“Oh,” scratching his buttocks 
leisurely, then leaning easily against the door jamb, like 
a man just enjoying himself in the bright warm sun— 
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only there wasn’t any now, “jes a watchin’ the Bagley 
boys—all three on ’em, too, ’n Clem Barker, ‘n them two 
red-necks from the Wateree. Walkin’ fast they is. "Pears 
they a got somethin’ on their minds.” He turned and 
tried a slow smile. It was a failure. He exploded into 
sudden and malicious mirth and rocked so hard with 
laughter that he nearly fell over. 

Tommy swore... again and again, beside himself 
with anger and anxiety. She had to be hidden! Quick! 
He ran to old Bill and with a quick wrench broke the 
thin leather thong that hung around Bill’s old wattled 
neck, 

“Key ta yer room up thar, ain’t it?” he snarled, jingling 
the heavy iron key in the loop on the end of the thong. 

Bill shrank back against the wall. He’d never seen 
such acute rage in the lad before, not even when he'd 
launched himself red-faced and fuming against some 
larger and sneering bully. He nodded quickly. 

“Up the stairs, quick, Flame!” Tommy shouted. “Be 
right there! Git inta that room, ’n fast!” : 

She had heard it all, of course, and was ready for 
most anything. The broad carving knife was in her hand 
and she knew just how to use it. But he had said, “Gol” 
She went like a shot, taking the stairs three at a time, 
but keeping the knife tightly clenched in her fist. She 
leaped into the room and shut the door quickly, but 
quietly. Then, as she leaned against it, one hand on 
the knob, the knife an integral part of her other hand, 
she listened with a thundering heart and her ear to the 
thick oak door as she heard the arrival of the boisterous 
men, the thumping of their boots, then the silence—for 
just a moment—before she heard one of them growl, 
“Whar she at, Scott? Huh? Whar she at? Comin’ here 
fer nigger ass. Gittin’ it, too....” 


Tommy sat quietly at the table, his composure amaz- 
ing even himself—even when the others saw the plate 
beside his, well-cleaned, and the other chair pulled so 
close. 

He nodded in friendly fashion and jangled the few 
coins left in his pocket. Buying Flame had nearly busted 
him. He could pay for the two meals, the lodging, the 
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care of Midnight, and stand exactly one round of drinks. 
When he got back to the Swamp there’d be hell to pay 
—no money at all, no supplies, and the likes of Flame to 
boot! Well... 

He feigned a loud yawn, still pointedly ignoring 
the even more pointed questions and looks. He nudged 
the empty plate beside him and eyed old Bill with 
seeming nonchalance. 

“Yo shore done et up a storm, Bill; does me good, 
though, to see a ole goat really stash away his vittles. 
Ain’t that right, BillP” 

The deadly look under Tommy’s lowered eyebrows 
and lids gave Bill pause for thought. He owed the 
others nothing. In fact, the Bagleys were the best 
moochers in town, with him as the chief victim. Besides, 
now that his new-found excitement had subsided, so, too, 
had his frosty crust. He elected to side with Tommy. 

He winked slyly at the lad. “Yep, ole belly’s lak a 
hollow log. Caint never seem ta fill it up. Was yo’ a 
buyin’ all the boys a drink, Thomas?” he asked inno- 
cently. 

“Could stand it, ifn they awantin’.” He clanked his 
last doubloon on the table, spun it till it whirled like a 
bright, thin top, then slapped it down hard with the 
flat of his hand. He looked hard and deliberately at Jerry 
Bagley, the ringleader of the gang. “Yeah, got me a 
nigger wench. But yo’ ain't a gittin’ none ‘cause two 
reasons. First one’s good nuf. I got no mind ta let yo, 
Takes on any man here...’r all.” 

He rose slowly and faced them, his hand slipping in- 
side his shirt where he carried his flat-bladed hunting 
knife next to his skin. 

Jerry grinned, ready to rise to the challenge. He 
loved a fight, and he was a man always in love... with a 
fight, that is. And, he knew he’d have a good one with 
young Scott. He felt sure he’d win. Had heard the kid 
was a mean devil when his dander was up, but Scott was 
giving away forty pounds and a half a head in height. 

His own hand slipped inside his shirt. He grinned 
wider as the others backed off, formed a fan behind him. 
“Ah?” chuckling softly, taking a cautious step toward 
Tommy. “Jes fer the hell a it, Scott, what’s this other 

64 


reason, not that it makes me no min’, Ah’m gonna cut 
up that liver a yern ’n give it ta old Bill’s mean ole 
tomcat. Hope it poisons him. Probably will.” 

There wasn’t any second reason, but Tommy had the 
lie ready. He'd use it. He'd have to. 

“Done bought her special fer Von Schloss. Delivers 
her come mornin’. She touched jes one little bit *n yo’ 
boys—evra cotton-pickin’ one ‘Il wish you’d never seed 
the light a day. Yo’ a knowin’ how he is “bout his 
wenches, ’n how these big, ugly, black sons a bitches as 
is his bodyguards jes a loves any lil ole excuse to cut 
up white meat.” He turned his back on Jerry, even 
though he felt so stiff he thought his back would snap 
in two. 

“One around, Bill,” sliding the coin across the table. 
He yawned and scratched his ribs lazily (and feeling 
his hand shake so much he thought sure they would 
see and call his bluff), “Be goin’ up in a minit, Bill. 
Yo’ a wakin’ me up come sunup. Don’ yo’ fo’gits now.” 
He wagged a stern finger at Bill. 

There was a quick and restless huddle among the 
others. The Wateree rednecks were ready to call his 
bluff, and, “jes’ a-stomp the livin’ shit out’n him,” until 
Jerry told them in rather shivering tones that maybe 
Scott was right. It didn’t pay to cross Von Schloss— 
the man for whom Tommy worked. The great Herr was 
a Prussian, a mean one, and one of the wealthiest men 
in Charles Town. Further, the bloody exploits of his 
bodyguards were a thing of terror.. They seemed a law 
unto themselves. Someday, someone would do some- 
thing about them, but so far that someone hadn’t been 
found, 

There were grumbles, scowls, and clenching of fists, 
but when old Bill, afraid that his inn would become a 
total shambles any moment, hurriedly filled the glasses 
all around—twice the usual amount—all went well. 

At least well enough for Tommy to yawn again in a 
few moments, complain about getting up early, then 
the long ride ahead through the swamp and the brush. 
He ambled up the stairs, then paused at the door, shout- 
ing back down to old Bill. 

“Ain't forgittin’ now, Bill. That goddamn Kraut'll skin 
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me alive ifn I ain’t there come right after sunup. He 
alikin’ his poontang right after his breakfast... er fer,” 
he snickered. He walked in quickly, slammed shut the 
door, then quickly locked it—loudly. 


She had heard his shout outside the door, and what 
he had said. She sat silent, waiting, thinking, on the edge 
of the bed. What was a Kraut? It was a man, that much 
was sure, and evidently a very powerful one—a chief of- 
some sort, or whatever they had here in Charles Town. 
And, she’d heard the poontang enough times by now 
to know just what was meant. She bridled at the thought 
and with a sudden angry movement got up and stalked 
to the small window that looked out over the back and 
the stable. 

She heard his soft call all right, when he said, “Flame?” 
—as though it were something sweet and soft melting 
in his mouth. But it made her madder yet. He hadn't 
bought her for himself at all! He was simply going to 
deliver her to that... that Kraut in the morning! 

She heard his slow, near-silent tread as he walked over 
to her. Then she felt his warm fingers steal around her 
waist. She tensed, froze, forehead pressed against the 
dirty, bubbled glass of the window. Damned if she'd 
bend to him again...allow her heart to soften... and 
be vulnerable again. 

“Hey!” His voice had a sharp edge in it—imperious 
and querulous at the same time, as though he weren't 
sure of himself. Nevertheless, he grasped her shoulders 
roughly and spun her around to face him. With both 
hands on her shoulders now and shaking her in his 
frustration he looked up the several inches into her 
eyes and glared at her. 

She glared back and the hard muscles of her shoulders 
bunched under his fingers. They stood that way for a 
long moment, neither finding the words that needed to 
be said. 

But then, when he saw—or thought he saw—the trem- 
bling of her lips and the very faint movement of her 
body toward him, he relaxed. His fingers now caressed 
the slope of her neck, then tilted her chin slightly. 

“Well, I’m a hootin’ son of a bitch,” he chuckled. “Yo’ 
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done heard every word down there...and yo’ a tookin’ 
it all in like it was the Gospel truth.” 

Her mouth fell open in surprise. Wasnt it? 

He placed a warm palm on each of her cheeks, and, 
standing on tip-toe, rubbed his nose against hers. He 
whispered very softly just before he brushed her full 
lips with his. “Yo’s mine, Flame...all mine. That was 
jes’ ta git em ta let us alone.” 

She squeaked in delight now, acted like a ten-year-old 
with a new toy—bright, shiny, and one that made her 
heart sing and peal like a great golden bell. She clasped 
him so tight around the waist that he nearly fainted. 
She lifted him clear off the floor and. began to whirl 
around and around, all the time smothering his face, 
his ears, his neck, with warm, wet kisses. She stumbled 
against the bed finally and the two of them fell full 
length on it-she on top. She raised up quickly, but 
still covered him, her hands planted deep into the mat- 
tress beside his head, and the dark, lush cones of her 
breasts swayed very close to his grinning face. He 
reached up quickly and palmed first one, then the 
other. 

“Gawd! Good gallopin’ smoke! Ain’t neva seed sech 
titties!” 

She bent, smiling now, brushing her breasts across his 
hot face, raking her turgid nipples across his lips, then 
pausing to let him capture one while he drew it in and 
sucked eagerly. She shuddered in perfect ecstasy as 
she saw the heated glow in his eyes, and below, where 
now she pressed and twisted her groin against him, she 
could feel the hardening of his flesh. 

Just as she began to fumble at the fastenings of his 
trousers, there was a loud commotion from, below ... like 
the sound of a smashing bottle, then the crash of an 
overturned chair. The words that followed were plain 
enough: that bedroom door had better be built of thick 
cast-iron to hold them back now! 

He stopped her hands with a curse, but not at her. 
Then he held her face between his hands once more. “We 
got ta go! Now!” He pushed her away and got off the 
bed quickly. He peered out the window. They could 
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—some of them—be out there... watching, waiting. He 
scanned the dark yard, and saw nothing. 

“Cood ‘nuf,” he muttered. He put his hands on the 
window and pushed. Nothing happened at all. He swore 
softly and put all the strength of his shoulders behind 
the next shove. The window never budged—probably had 
never been opened for years. He stood back and eyed it 
thoughtfully. “Could smash it up,” he muttered, then 
glanced around for some sort of weapon. “Even so, damn 
noisy, though. They a hearin’ all that busted glass ’n 
stuff.” He shook his head, then in a last wild surge at- 
tacked the window again. It was useless. 

She touched his shoulder. “Ah kin... ah thinks.” 

He frowned. “Yo’s a wench. Ain’t a man.” Yet, as he 
ran his hand along the powerful, corded muscles of her 
forearm he grinned. “Bets yo’ could,” he laughed. “Easy 
now. Don’t wants no racket.” 

She planted herself in front of the window, spread 
her feet, crouched slowly, then set the base of each 
palm on each side of the middle sill. Slowly, her muscles 
tensed, rigid, became metal-hard, and with a loud screech 
the window suddenly shot clear to the top with a fear- 
ful clatter. 

“Jesus!” He stood stunned at the very power she 
had displayed, but then there was more noise from 
downstairs, and ugly noises. 

“Flip out!” he said. “Only ten foot ‘r so. Then ah 
follows. Quick!” He slapped her naked behind. 

She swept herself over the edge and dropped catlike 
to the ground. In a moment, he was beside her. Up- 
stairs, they could hear the pounding on the door and the 
angry shouting. So far, not one of them had had the 
sense to run around to the back. 

The slim white youth and the tall, powerful black 
girl ran quickly to the stable. They were met by Jupiter- 
Jove. He had the stallion out of the stall—saddled, 
bridled, ready to go. 

Jupe flipped the reins to Tommy. He looked frightened 
to death. “Goes fast, mastuh Tommy, suh! Goes like 
black lightnin’ ! They catches yo’, "n yo’,... nshe...’s 
done fer.” He rolled his eyes wildly and moaned in 
terror. “Ah’s gonna run too. They catches me, ah’s dog- 
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meat.” But he stopped long enough to clasp each of 
their arms in a fierce grip. “Gawd bless yo’ both. Loves 
yo both, ah does.” His voice was husky soft and tears 
welled freely from his eyes. 

Tommy clasped Jupe’s thin shoulder. “Ah don’t fergit 
this, Jupe. Ah ‘members. Yo’ sees. Now git!” He pushed 
the old man toward the door and Jupe vanished quickly 
into the darkness. 

Tommy led the great black horse out into the yard. 
He swung easily up into the saddle and then suddenly 
looked down at her. “What yo’ waitin’ fer? Gits up 
ahint me, Quick!” He slapped the broad back of the 
horse just behind the saddle. 

She stood quite still, and it was plain to see she wanted 
no part of it. “Abh...ah...ah caint.” Her hands twisted 
nervously as she backed away from the restless pawing 
of the big black brute. 

His, “Well... fer—” was cut off by a shout from the 
upstairs window. Two heads appeared, peering down 
at them. 

“They they is! Son of a bitch! Git ’em! Runs back 
down!” The heads disappeared and the slamming, 
thumping of their heavy boots could be heard crashing 
down the stairs. 

She glanced nervously at the horse, knowing full well 
there was not a moment to waste. She turned suddenly, 
back to Tommy. She touched his leg. 

“Yo’ goes, fast *nuf. Kin keep right up behint yo’. Runs 
awful fast ah does.” 

He looked down into her pleading, anxious face, and 
he knew that she would run her heart out keeping up 
with Midnight. Well... there was no other way. 

“Les’ go!” He whacked his heels into the sides of the 
horse and spoke sharply but softly to him. The powerful 
stallion reared slightly, then charged off in a smooth 
run across the yard toward the Woodman Trail. The 
horse, Tommy, and Flame were out of sight, swallowed 
by the darkness, and the thick dust muffling the sound 
of the horse’s hooves before the others had rounded 
the corner of the inn. 

Faintly, behind them, they could hear the shouts of 
anger, and then a pistol shot rang out, aimed vaguely 
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in their direction. Pursuit was out of the question. It 
was a dark night. There were no more horses, and he 
knew, as he turned slightly to see how she was doing, 
that there wasn’t a man in the whole of town who 
could keep up with her. 

“Umpfh!” he exclaimed suddenly. There was one who 
could run as fast, maybe faster. He'd remembered now 
what old Bill had said—that which he had forgotten in 
all the excitement. 

Blaze ...! He shut his eyes briefly to hold in the 
splendid vision of the towering Negro. At one time—and 
it was aeons ago now, it seemed—he had idolized, had 
worshipped with awe approaching reverence the hand- 
some, hawk-faced black who always looked as though he 
strode miles high, blazing across the sand-swept African 
desert—the fierce, prideful light in his burning eyes 
catching a beacon that sent men quailing and scurrying 
for cover. Slave? Hal Where was he now? Bill hadn't 
said, Would they butcher him? Did Von Schloss have 
him trussed, chained, helpless, knives at his belly al- 
ready? Von Schloss had bought him for a stud, to 
sow his virile seed like wildfire into all the eager 
wenches. 

“Gawd!” he muttered aloud now. “They sure done 
went fer him....” He was suddenly conscious then of 
his own slight physique and of the massive genitalia of 
the Negro stud. 

Flame heard his voice and ran up along beside him. 
The moon was skirting the furtive bank of clouds lower- 
ing in the east and the pale light made of the trail a 
blackened, twisting gleam that wasn’t hard at all to 
follow. Too, the trail was wide here, wide enough for a 
good-sized wagon. It was deeply. rutted, but at least dry. 

She kept away from the long-striding horse, but 
reached out her own long arm and ran her hand along 
the calf of Tommy’s leg. “Wuz yo’ acallin’ me. .. mastuh 
Tommy, suh?” It was the first time she had actually used 
his name and it sounded odd on her lips. She wanted to 
say simply Tommy, but— 

He reached down and patted her hand, “Jes’ a thinkin’ 
“bout mah Blaze.” That's right, he thought quickly... 
Mah Blaze, even if the Negro were Von Schloss’s prop- 
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erty. The empathy between Blaze and Tommy had 
always and greatly transcended the rights of property. 

“Blaze?” She ran easier now as he slowed the horse 
and as her muscles became more limber. She’ felt fine 
now, beside him—as though she could run for miles and 
miles and miles. 

He patted her hand again. “Tellin’ yo’ "bout him later. 
Tha’s a man we're talkin’ "bout, a real man!” 


They crossed the canal on the swaying suspension 
bridge, the horse skittery once because of the uncertain 
footing. Tommy patted the head, the sleek neck, and 
spoke in soothing tones to him. Once across, Tommy 
asked Flame if she could swim. 

“Lak a fish!” she laughed. “Loves it, ah does... 
Tommy.” There, she’d said it. She smiled up at him 
hopefully, but it was dark now, the moon covered once 
more. He didn’t see the smile, the adoration in her 
face. 

He stopped the horse quickly and as she stepped 
back a pace, feeling she had made a mistake, he leaned 
on the pommel and spoke at length to her. He didn’t 
look at her. It seemed more like the horse as his hands 
restlessly caressed the long, muscled neck. 

“Yos new, Flame. Raw...jes raw black meat.” His 
voice took on a hard edge suddenly as he told her the 
facts of life: those of slave and master. “Yo’ oughta 
knew pretty good by now, bein’ on that boat, *n probably 
pawin’ ‘n screwed all ta hell *n gone. ’N they done 
tole yo’ whut yo’ place was. Ah knows that. Yo’ calls 
me Mastuh Tommy, Suh! Unnerstan?” But ... he still 
wasn't looking at her. 

In the dark he didn’t notice it. She, herself, was 
staring dumbly, woodenly, on up the trail, just barely 
seeing the vague form of him there on the horse beside 
her. She heard him though, and her spirits sank. Still 
...She said nothing. 

“Yo’ calls me that!” he: said sharply. He turned to her 
now and stared grimly at the dark blur of her face. 

“Yassuh ... mastuh Tommy, suh.” 5 

“Heeagh!” He whacked the reins down and jabbed in 
his heels. The horse responded like a great black grey- 
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hound, bounding ahead in one giant leap and then 
settling into a smooth, but swift, canter as Tommy reined 
in slightly. 

Flame was left at the gate, so to speak. Was he going 
to fly off like that and just leave her alone in the woods? 
And then she became angry. She plunged after him, fall- 
ing into a long, smooth-striding lope that ate up the 
interval in but a few minutes. Her head held high, her 
breasts thrust out and tossing wildly, her long, strong- 
muscled legs flashing like pistons, she caught up to him 
... passed him. She put all she had into a sudden spurt 
that sent her hurtling yards and yards ahead of the horse 
and rider. Vaguely, through the pounding of her heart 
and the gasping of her breath, she heard his call, then 
his laugh. 

In a moment, pressing Midnight harder, he had caught 
up to her. Then they flashed by her and but a few yards 
ahead he reined and swung the stallion broadside, com- 
pletely blocking the path.’ 

He chuckled and leaned way over to pat her shoulder 
as she stopped quickly and stood gasping, panting, and 
staring off to one side. 

“Git ova yo’ mad, did yo?” His voice was soft and 
kind now, the way it had been before. 

She caught his hand and held it tight to her heaving 
breasts. “Yassuh, mastuh Tommy, suh, Ain’t mad no mo, 
Wasn't... really. Neva be mad at yo’... mastuh Tommy, 
suh.” She pulled his hand to her face and kissed his 
sweating palm, holding her warm lips tightly against his 
flesh while she murmured her love for him. 

He cleared his throat and pulled his hand away slowly. 
“Bes’ be gittin’ on. Two-day trip. Makes good time ifn 
yo’ doesn’t tire . . . ain't thinkin yo’ will, though. We 
stops when the sun gits scorchy. Rests awhile, then goes 
on till dark. Ain't no danger ahint us now. Damn me... 
wishin’ ah had mah rifle. Come down here in a blastid 
hurry ’n clean fergot. She—” He stopped suddenly and 
seemed at a complete loss for any further words, Fin- 
ally, he heaved a heavy sigh and then clucked to Mid- 
night. “We’s off now,” he told Flame quietly. 
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They ran, loped, walked for the several more hours 
before 7 Then he swung off the trail and into a 
copse of hoary old live oaks, where underneath the 
spreading branches and drapery of gray moss there bab- 
bled a tiny, clear spring. From a saddlebag he took out 
a bit of food—nothing fancy, very plain indeed: several 
loaves of small, heavy and very hard bread, a double 
handful of dried meat, some dried blueberries, and a 
flask of corn whiskey. He hefted one of the darkish 
loaves, a wry look on his face. He uselessly tried to break 
it in two. It was like flint. 

“Jesus,” he muttered. “She caint even cook nuther. 
Used ta could, at least that.” He shrugged and set the 
loaf on a flat rock. He sawed and pried at it with his 
Imife until it finally shattered. He handed Flame one 
half. “Good fer yer jaws, pow’ful good exercise,” he 
grinned. He motioned to the water beside them. “Bes’ 
takes it a bit easy. Needs it fo’ this hunk a rock,” whack- 
ing the bread on the toe of his boot to break off a small 
bit, “but founders, ’n don’t runs so good wif a belly full a 
ice-water.” 

She nodded and went to work on the bread, occasion- 
ally dipping her hand into the crystal water and sipping 
to help the dry stuff down her throat. 

And then, when she was done, and had chewed up 
a piece of the meat and a few blueberries, she watched 
him curiously as he tilted up the flask of whiskey and 
took a good pull at it. 

He put it down with a satisfied, “Ahh!” and wiped 
his sleeve across his mouth. He saw the look-on her face 
as she watched him, and, after a moment’s hesitation, 
handed the flask to her. 

“Jes’ a touch,” he said. 

She shook her head. Then, dabbling her fingers in the 
cold water and curiously watching the distorted, broken 
meg on of her face, she said very quietly, “Who is 
sheP” 

“Hah?” he bleated. What was that supposed to mean? 

She plunged both hands into the water, clear to her 
elbows. It was cool, then cold, then almost painful, so 
numbing was it. “She,” she repeated, “the one yo’s 
atalkin’ “bout. What makes the bread ’n caint do nuthin’ 
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else no mo’.” She held her hands flat on the sandy 
bottom of the spring and suddenly felt so terse she 
could have screamed. There was something bad, some- 
thing evil, about this whole business of she. Was she 
his wife? Mother? What? Her fingers worked hard and 
deep inio the bubbling bottom of the spring as her 
sense of foreboding changed to sudden anger. “Kills 
her, ah does,” she whispered ...so faintly it was heard 
only by the soft, sifting breeze pressing close through 
the shrouding moss. 

He looked at her suspiciously, seeing quite clearly 
that she was angry. Her hands still clawed in the water, 
muddying it. The powerful muscles in her shoulders 
bunched and rippled as she moved. 

He wasn’t afraid of her—had had no cause... yet, but 
now he wasn’t sure just where he stood with her. He 
tapped the blade of the heavy, sharp knife on the palm 
of his hand and eyed her speculatively. After all, she 
was fresh off the boat, still a wild African savage, and 
a wild warrior one at that. He had had a view of her 
madness and strength in action. He had been very, 
very impressed, and now very, very wary. 

“Whut yo’ thinkin’, wench?” His voice was as flat, 
clear, and as cold as the blade of his knife. 

Her movements stopped suddenly, as though she had 
been struck. Then, slowly, she turned to him. She saw 
the tapping of the knife and the crouched, ready posi- 
tion into which he had risen. The lines in her face soft- 
ened and she smiled in a faltering manner. Carefully, 
she slid close to him, hunching along on her bare 
bottom on the grass. Her face was lifted, her lips parted 
and trembling, a look of pleading and love in her dark 
eyes. 

She lowered her head into his lap and crooned softly. 
She brushed her face across each thigh, then buried 
it into his crotch. When she felt the swift and hard 
response pressing against her face a sense of overwhelm- 
ing relief flooded over her. 

“knowin’ ah ain’t supposed ta, mastuh Tommy, suh, 
but... but... AH LOVES YO’...so much yo’ kills me 
right now don't matter none. Ah'll be happy, havin’ yo’ 
at the end.” Her shoulders slumped and she prostrated 
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herself full length before him, her arms now in front, 
folded around his hips, her face still pressing lovingly 
hard into his lap. 

He said nothing...nothing at all. His mind was 
numb, simply overcome by the shockwave of emotion. 
He believed her as he had never believed anyone else in 
his entire life. He set the knife carefully on the grass, 
where now it glittered brightly in the sun. He shud- 
dered, and, without thinking why bowed his head down 
to hers. He pressed his lips to the nape of her neck. 
His arms went out and he lay them flat, couched in the 
deep curve of her back. 

And now, neither of them spoke for long moments. Her 
problems ... his problems (and he had his share also), 
were gone, melted in the scothing current which flowed 
between them, through them. 

A jay screamed in a nearby pine. A wheeling black 
crow cawed and beat overhead with sable wings. His 
eyes, lifted, wondering, saw it, then his gaze drifted down 
to the white of his skin and the black of hers, And then, 
as simple as night and day, and as inexorable, the stone 
wall rose once more—the one in his mind. 

A bit roughly, he patted her backside. “Bes’ be goin’. 
Done dawdled long ‘nuf.” 


The rest of the day went by swiftly, uneventfully. They 
stopped twice more to rest, eat, water the horse. Little 
was said between them. She puzzled over it, watching 
him shyly while he chewed his food quickly and then 
spent a great deal of time murmuring to his great, gleam- 
ing, black stallion. She hadn’t liked the horse at all 
when she had first seen it. Now ... she hated it. She 
didn’t puzzle her mind as to why. She just hated it! 

He whacked the horse on the flank. “Good boy,” he 
said. Then he swung lithely up into the saddle. He dug 
in his heels just slightly, then pointed Midnight back 
onto the trail once more. Without turning, he said sharply 
to her, “Ain’t got all day. Gits yo’ black ass ahumpin’. We 
amovin’ right along now. Figgers on coverin’ good bit 
of ground ‘fore dark. Gits ta Turner’s Corner then ifn 
yo doesn’t git lazy. So... le’s go now!” He jabbed hard 
with his heels and, “Heeawed!” to Midnight. 
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It was all she could do to keep up with him for a few 
minutes. She ran until she thought that her heart would 
burst. Then, almost listlessly, she slowed gradually, until 
she fell into a long-striding lope that ate up the distance 
but still kept her far behind. Most of the time she couldn't 
see him at all, but she could see and taste the strangling 
dust that hung heavy and choking in the still, hot air, 
and hear the regular, dull, beating thunder of Midnight's 
hooves. 

She could run away ... But whereP And why? She 
lowered her head and doggedly ran on, looking neither 
right nor left, conscious only of the hard and relentless 
moving of her body, and of the sounds ahead. Oc- 
casionally, when the stretch was straight out, and she 
could see ahead for hundreds of yards, she ran harder, 
lifting her knees and striking down with each long leg 
as though she were striving to pound great holes into the 
earth 


Turner’s Bridge, two old oaks, Jatticed with hunks of 
shifting, loose slabs, was reached at dusk. He had stopped 
just before it and the stallion was pawing restlessly 
at the ground, rearing slightly, his eyes rolling wildly. 
Tentatively, as Tommy urged him on, he put forth one 
les, then the other. Then he stopped and whinnied in 
ear. 

Flame trotted up by then. She was ready to drop from 
sheer exhaustion, but she wouldn't show it... dammed if 
she would! 

He turned slightly in the saddle to look at her: dirty, 
dusty, the sweat pouring off her, her great breasts heav- 
ing like tented mountains of dusty, yet shining, sable, 
as the ochred sun struck off her body. He spoke grudg- 
ingly to her, but the light of awe and admiration in his 
eyes was unmistakable. 

“Why’nt yo’ goes ’crosst first. Takes his rein. Could do 
it mahself, but figgers he a needin’ me up on him for 
comfort-like. He a big, pow’ful brute, but like a lil’ kid 
sometimes. Fraid a things he aint no need ta be. Reckon 
yo’ kin hold it? Knows yo’ a lil feered yo’self.” His voice 
was kinder now, as though his remarks about the horse 
had some bearing on her. 
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She swallowed for courage ...and got it. She took the 
proffered rein and quickly stepped by the horse. The 
creek was low, muddy, sluggish, dust a thin carpet on it 
over which the various long-legged water bugs skittered. 
Flame strode forward purposefully and then nearly fell 
into the creek as the horse reared back. She swore and 
yanked hard, feeling somehow glad that the great stal- 
lion was afraid. 

Finally, what with her hauling and Tommy’s cajoling, 
the bridge was crossed. The ground rose slightly and 
the trail veered off by 4 tall grove of yellow pine. Here, 
in the shade and on the soft carpet of needles Tommy 
made camp for the night. There was no need for a fire: 
the night was warm and there was nothing to cook. They 
ate, as before, and although Tommy seemed more 
mellowed toward her now a strange reserve seemed 
to have come over him. He had little to say, but he was 
kind and considerate. However, he did not touch her 
at all, as he had done before. After he had laid down 
the saddle for his pillow, spread the thin blanket beside 
her, he tethered the horse quite close; then stood looking 
at one of the saddlebags for a long time. 

' His mouth firmed and he frowned. Then he opened 
the bag and took out a short length of light chain, then 
a padlock. When he turned toward her—with the chain 
and lock in his hands—he seemed apologetic. 

“Allus spancels new niggahs. Nev knowin’ when they 
agonna run. Jes’ does it allus.” He shrugged, then mo- 
tioned for her to lie down at the base of a tree not ten 
feet from the saddle, 

With downcast eyes and feeling very sad indeed—for 
she had hoped that tonight might bring them very close 
together—she lay down dutifully, then let him fasten and 
shut the cufflinks of iron to one wrist, then loop it twice 
around the tree. He snapped on the lock, then got up 
quickly. To her surprise—and pleasure—he took the thin 
blanket and laid it carefully over her shoulders. Then, 
without a further word, he lay flat on his back, his head 
on ae saddle and shut his eyes, ready to sleep for the 
night. 

Which was the one thing he could not do that night— 
nor one other thing, although he came very, very close. 
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He watched the progress of the pale moon as it sailed 
high, the clear brilliance bathing him and the girl with 
the cool kiss of night. He moved his head slightly, to 
ease the hardness of his pillow ... to watch her. She lay 
still, curled against the tree, one hand jammed beneath 
her belly, the other pressed before her face. Was she 
asleep? He peered closely, moving so that the old saddle 
creaked. She sighed audibly, as if in response and turned 
to face him, her hand circling the tree, the other hand 
trailing sleepily across her pointed breasts. He marveled 
as he watched through guarded eyes, how, although 
she Jay on her side facing him, each firm breast swung 
free and clear, bent not at all. 

He was conscious suddenly of the heat in his lower 
body, of the tightening of his thighs and of his heavy 
breathing. She lay flat on her back now, the blanket 
cast aside, her long, dark legs spread and open to him. 
But he rolled over with a convulsive jerk and mashed 
his face against the cold, smelly, hard leather of the 
saddle. He slept later, and when he stirred, conscious of 
the ache in his back, but also sleepily aware of the 
pleasant sounds of the morning birds and the first pink 
glow of light in the east, he sat up quickly. 

She, too, was awake—quite awake, sitting with her 
back against the tree, watching him with the “hound-dog” 
devoted eyes that were now really beginning to get 
under his skin. 

He turmmed away at once, while she wondered what 
on earth was the matter with him. She knew he wanted 
her, and badly. She was his. Why didn’t he just take her? 
Even now, as he slowly and stiffly got to his feet she could” 
see the evidence of his desire straining against the front 
of his breeches. Her heart thudded and she wet her lips 
nervously. Sex was not everything. She knew that per- 
fectly well, and she thought about it a moment. Then, 
the longer she thought, the odder—and more humorous 
—it seemed to get. Finally, unable to control herself, she 
broke into a giggle. 

His face reddened. He stopped in mid-stride as he ap- 
proached the horse. He whirled on her, his face creased 
in anger. 

“Yo” lafs at me?” 
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She stopped giggling so suddenly she gasped and 
choked. “No suh, mastuh Tommy, suh. No suh!” She 
shook her head vehemently. 

He grunted, eyed her in disbelief, but then as he saw 
she certainly was not laughing at all now he went on 
to the horse. He saddled quickly, then unchained her 
roughly. 

“Fats later,” he said. “Works up a appetite. Ain't got 
much grub left nohow. Be’s there tanight mayhap. Maybe 
mornin’. We sees.” He vaulted onto the horse and yanked 
at the reins. 

She watched glumly as he galloped the horse on down 
the trail. She stood silent for awhile, listlessly, turning 
this way and that, looking at the trees, the flowers, the 
red glow of the sun and the blushing sky, and she be- 
came very glum indeed. She started to walk on down the 
trail, and then, gradually, to lope. She went on for an 
hour before she saw him, stopped at the side of the trail, 
watering the horse. He, himself, was urinating into the 
bushes. 

She ‘stopped a few yards away, feeling quite uncom- 
fortable, hearmg the pater of his water, wanting to 
watch—for some reason obscure to her—and knowing that 
he might become angry once more if she did. 

He turned and saw her sitting at the edge of a 
meadow, her shining back to him, her head bent while 
she plucked at the wild flowers and brought them to 
her face to smell. 

“Smells right nice ’n purty this time a year, don’t they,” 
he remarked pleasantly. He buttoned himself up and am- 
bled over to her. He watched idly while she held a bunch 
of bright yellow dandelions under her chin. She turned 
her face up toward him, holding the golden flowers so 
that her face became a saffron mask—one he could not 
read at all. Her eyes were steady, calm, not a flicker of 
emotion in her features. 

He laughed clumsily and scooped up a dusky red 
button of a wild rose. He bent and slowly placed the 
stem between her lips. She bit gently on it, the red glow 
outside now from the flower being matched by the warm 
glowing surging back into her breast. She smiled as best 
she could without dropping the rose from her lips. 
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He stepped back and admired her. He sighed in con- 
tentment. His eyes swept lazily over the green meadow, 
spotted bright with flowers, the dark green tracery of 
trees lofting in the distance, then the splendid figure 
of the girl... naked... kneeling nearly at his feet. 

“Lord amighty,” he sighed. “Shore is a purty pitcher.” 
He glanced around once more but his eyes came to rest 
on her as he finished his words. He held out his hand, 
then laughed as she rose and seemed to lurch and fall 
against him. “Tricky wench, yo’ is. Bound ta gits me yet, 
ain’t yo’?” He patted her backside. 

She lurched again and a spasm of pain twisted her 
face, Then her left leg collapsed. She crumpled slowly, 
holding his arm for support. She sat with a sudden 
thump and looked down at her left foot. The ground 
had given away as she had put her weight on it, and her 
foot had plunged into the hole tunneled by some small 
burrowing animal. _ : 

Slowly, she pulled the foot out and examined it. She 
twisted it, left and right... slowly. It hurt like fire. 

“Mmmpfh!” He crouched before her an held the foot 
in his lap. His fingers were rough as he twisted even 
ee She yelped once, then was ashamed and hung her 

ead. 

He looked at her oddly. “Shouldn’t ought ta be “fraid 
ta yelp er cry out—no time. Nuthin’ ta be ’shamed of. 
Too many folks is allus a tryin’ ta hide how they really 
feels. Kinda like they feels somebody'll get some kinda 
lever over ’em ifn they show they human and got human 
weaknesses.” 

His good homespun philosophy was a balm to her. 
She smiled and caressed his arm, liking very much the 
golden glinting curling hair. 

“Yo’s awful purty,” she sighed. She left her hand on 
his arm, forgot the bad foot entirely. 

“Mmmpfth,” he grunted again. “Said yo’ was human, 
didn’t I. Hmmpfh!” He held her ankle in both hands and 
looked slowly up into her face. Their eyes met and then 
each flushed and the comers of their mouths quirked 
in soft humor. 

“Yo is,” he said very quietly, keeping his gaze locked 
with hers. “But,” with a quick wink, “don’t yo’ a tellin’ 
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nobody ah says so. Jes’ “tween yo’ ’n me. Unnerstands?” 
He was a little gruff now, on the defensive. 

She nodded effusively. It was enough for her. 

“Well...” He put down the foot gently. He looked 
at it appraisingly. “Bad sprain ah figgers. Nuthin’ broke. 
Gits swole ’n purples.” He winked slyly. “Kin walk on 
yo hands?” 

She arched her eyebrows at him in mock surprise. 
“Thought yo’ wuz agoin’ a carry me in yo’ arms. Lak 
that, ah would.” Her eyes sparkled at the thought and 
she slid her palm along his warm forearm. : 

“Might be easier other way ‘roun’, ahm thinkin’. Yo’s 
too much woman. Neva carries yo. But,” pursing his 
lips and lifting his eyebrows in challenge, “Midnight car- 
ries both of us easy.” He folded his arms and looked 
her in the eye, waiting for her reaction. 

Her eyes darted to the horse who was now browsing 
in the deep clover of the field. As she watched him move 
slowly, tossing his head now and then, she became aware 
gradually that he was a beautiful animal. There twas 
great beauty in largeness, in strength, if it were in pro- 
portion, in symmetry. 

Then, out of that clear blue sky, “Whereat this Blaze 
now?” she asked. 

“Huh?” He looked at her, the horse, then back again. 
He shrugged. “Damn ifn ah knows, but prob’bly in Von 
Schloss’s big house. He got a special room down in the 
cellar... jes’ for people lak him.” He frowned and swore 
softly. He glared at her now. “Well? On the horse er 
what?” 

“Ah ain’t afeerd.” 

He grunted, walked over to the browsing animal 
and led him back to where she sat. “Up on yo’ feets now. 
Gives yo’ a hand. Puts yo’ foot here,” slapping the 
stirrup, “then heaves yo’ ass up ’n ova, swings yo’ bad 
leg ova ’n straddles him. Go!” he yanked at her arm as 
she held back. She shut her eyes as she put her hands on 
the hard, hot flesh of the horse and the pungent, sweaty 
odor of him came strong to her nostrils. At that moment, 
Midnight swung his long neck around. His tongue 
rasped wetly and roughly against her breasts and he 
whinnied. She gasped in terror and clutched at Tommy. 
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He guffawed hilariously and slapped her backside. 
“Yahoo!” he hollered. “Tha’s a horse what is a horse! He 
a likin’ yo’. Bes’ watches him, ’n that long red tongue, n 
...” He grinned and pointed at the great hooded phallus 
between the stallion’s legs. “Tha’s prob’bly as close ’s 
yo'll eva git ta seein’ mah Blaze. He hung pretty near 
that good.” He studied the stallion, his mind drifting 
back over the years. “Man ... oh, man,” he sighed, “all 
dong he was... all dong.” 

Gritting her teeth she swung her leg up and over and 
sat with a loud thump too far up on the pommel. She 
yelped and moved back quickly just as he flipped him- 
self on behind her. 

He grinned behind her back and pushed his front 
against her naked, sweating back. “When he astarts a 
movin’ ’n jouncin’ ’n that black pussy a yern gits to 
whumpin’ up ’n down yo'll feel bit diffrent. Bettah... 
ah’s thinkin’.” He clucked to the horse, rapped him with 
his heels, and began to move on up the trail. 

He held the reins with one hand, letting the horse 
just amble along until the girl got used to it. He could 
easily see that she was extremely tense, clutching the 
pommel in front of her as if her life depended on it. He 
chuckled, but not in meanness. 

“Lotsa ladies rides hosses sidesaddle a course, but 
ah’m thinkin’ they a wishin’ they could sit so that bounces 
comes right where it counts.” He patted her back con- 
solingly. “Feels bettah now?” 

She nodded, already feeling relaxed as she leaned 
backward and felt the pleasant pressure of his body 
against her. The movement of the horse was smooth, 
and she had to admit that his previous remarks had 
more than a little truth in them. She squeezed together 
her legs and pressed down, anticipating each jounce. 

Silently, he handed the reins around to her. “Yo’ holds 
’em, jes’ easy-lak. Ah holds yo’.” He scrunched closer and 
put his arms around her waist. He marveled at the 
velvet heat of her skin, the hard muscles rippling under- 
neath. One hand naturally trailed down and. nested 
between her legs. He stroked the luxuriant bush of 
curling pubic hair and felt his heart race as she rose 
slightly and pushed against his hand. 
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His other hand swept up to her breasts, where he 
toyed with first one, then the other. He cupped and 
juggled each thrusting, firm mound and drew out the 
nipples into taut spears. And now her breathing became 
rapid. She bent her head and licked at his hands, and 
her rear began to thrust and waggle against his groin. It 
was obvious that this ride would be short. 

“Whoa!” He snatched the reins from her and yanked 
hard on them. The horse stopped with such a jolt that 
she fell across his neck. Yet, her fear had left. She stroked 
the velvet nose and felt the long tongue curling against 
her, upward to lap at her hand, her arm. 

Tommy laughed. “He awantin’ sweetnin’. Yo’ got some 
fo’ him ...’n me?” Mischievously, he slid his hand under 
her upthrust buttocks and squeezed gently. 

She giggled. “Fo’ yo’, yassuh, mastuh Tommy, suh. Fo’ 
him, ah ain’t thinkin’ so. He too big. Yo’ knows that.” 

He swung the stallion off the trail and stepped him 
quickly through the brush. Beneath one of the omni- 
present oaks with its curtain of gauzy moss he saw the 
spot he wanted. The grass there grew thick, bright green, 
luxuriant, and warm with the heat of the sun on one 
side. He jumped down and then paused beside her, 
patting her flank softly. 

“While ah strips ‘neath that thar tree yo’ ties him ova 
yonder.” He pointed to a scrub pine standing in a clump 
of bunch grass a few yards away. He squeezed her thigh, 
then ran in under the swaying moss. 

She guided Midnight to the spot, then gingerly dis- 
mounted. The pain in her ankle was intense now as she 
put a little weight on it. She could see the dark purple 
swelling as she glanced down. It didn’t matter—not one 
bit. Putting most of her weight on the good foot, she 
tied the horse. He tossed his head at her and licked at 
her hands once more. She laughed and rubbed his nose 
with hers. She felt good now—real good, because of the 
loss of her fear about the horse and because of the flash- 
ing of the white body under the tree as he stripped to 
the skin. 

With a sly quirk on her mouth she reached down and 
rubbed the stallion’s belly. Her hand slid back and folded 
over the immense, long and hooded phallus. She shiv- 
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ered and hunched in her shoulders. She thought now of 
this Blaze. From the way Tommy talked, he must be a 
giant. She squeezed the stallion more as she thought of 
it. But... he... Blaze... was obviously as good as 
dead now. Anyway, she had worked herself up to a fever 
pitch. She flicked the horse once aiid whispered to him. 

“Yo a gittin’ ye prob’bly when we agittin’ ta that 
Swamp. Must gotta wench hoss thea fer yo’.” 

“Hey!” Tommy's head poked through the draping 
moss. His grin was very wide and his face very red. 

She wheeled and limped her way over to the tree, 
sliding in in a crouch under the moss and branches. 
Tommy stood in the warm sun, leaning against the rough 
bark of the tree. He was a thin lad, but his thinness was 
that of grace and ease of movement. His limbs and 
muscles were long and supple. 

She smiled as she saw the.erect penis projecting from 
the sparse thatch of black hair at his groin. He wasn’t 
heavily endowed, but she knew he would be enough. 
And, she could guess that, when excited, he would be a 
sexual whirlwind. 

She traced her fingers over his face, his neck, his 
shoulders and then his hairless chest and belly. “Ah laks 
yo body,” she whispered, “...so purty...so white, ’n 
smooth, ’n no hair—cept’n there.” She grasped a handful 
of his curling bush and tugged with a little laugh. Then, 
as his eyes seemed ready to burst with flame she stopped 
her teasing. 

She pushed her body against him and folded her 
arms around him. Strangely, he seemed almost reluctant, 
perhaps shy, perhaps timid, about assuming the initiative. 
He let himself be crushed sweetly against her lush 
body, his hands content with caressing the firm rounds 
of her buttocks, his lips nuzzling at her neck. 

She would not have to rise to accomodate him, as she 
would have with a taller man. She moved back slightly 
and spread her legs a little. 

Her hands held his bone-hard flesh, and as she guided 
him gently into her she felt a sudden rush of emotion 
such as she had never felt before. She shut her eyes 
and sighed in complete, lost, wonderful abandonment 
as she settled down on him and he began his thrusting 
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movements. His hands... her hands...clutched at the 
other, pressing and pushing. 

“Lordy ...lordy,” she moaned. “Yo’s so gentle... so 
gooood. ...” Her heart as well as her body was filled 
with him. Love, in this pure moment of complete union, 
selfless and cloud-soft, stole zephyr-like on gauzy wings 
through her throbbing heart. 

He moved faster, then faster, biting at her neck and 
clawing at her straining buttocks. He shook as a willow 
in a strong wind. 

And then that happened to her which so far had been 
denied...the rushing, scorching, shuddering, terribly 
sweet wrenching of complete fulfillment. As he gave one 
last hard plunge into her, then stiffened while his body 
wracked from the spurting of his seed, she soared as in 
a great whirlwind, rushing crimson through space. 

“Tommy! Tommy!” she sobbed and sobbed. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Cuffee—Negro sub-overseer of the field hands at the 
Swamp—was the first to see the gleaming black form of 
the great stallion emerge from the brush where the trail 
ended in the long stretch of pasture meadow that ran on 
down past the big house, past the street and all its 
shacks for the slaves, and then skirting the waving blue- 
green acres of indigo and coming to a complete halt at 
the vast marshy stretch of rice land. Fifty acres further 
down, to the north and slightly east, the dull waters of 
the broad Santee River lay sluggish, low now, clogged 
with debris, redly sombre in the late afternoon sun. 

Cuffee was a big man—tall, raw-boned, with great 
power in his hardy physique. He was pure Dinka~—at 
one time bred and trained for war. His great pile of 
fuzzy hair made him seem very tall, yet he was no more 
than six feet. He was a good worker, and a hard worker. 
It had been nearly five years now since Tommy had 


given him free rein with the blacks in the fields. And le 
was good at it... a hard driver, but never relentless, 
let alone cruel. 

Usually, Cuffee would have let out a great warhoop 
of joy at the sight of Midnight, returning from Charles 
Town—or anywhere—with Tommy. True, Cuffee hated 
with a vengeance being a slave, but he realized that he 
could hardly find a better or kinder master. And, at 
times, he had to slyly scold his master at the general 
laxity which prevailed on the Swamp. 

Today, he did not shout, nor leap, with joy, or any- 
thing else. In fact, he dreaded to see his master. Yet, 
after an automatic and quick glance at the hands hoeing 
in the fields, he turned and plodded across the uneven 
ground toward the horse and rider. Rider? 

He strained his eyes, squinting in the glare. There 
were two—one big and black and unmistakably female, 
sitting astraddle the horse just in front of Tommy. 

“What in—?” he muttered. “Tha’s all we needs. Yassuh 
... il mo’ ’citement ’n we'll all be a climbin’ trees.” 

He walked quicker now, curious, and wanting to spill 
out his tale of woe at the same time. Get it over with. 
He'd feel better then. 

He had kept his eyes, his head, glued straight at the 
horse and riders, until he passed the cool spring house, 
shaded by the sweeping, weeping willow. He heard the 
muffled shout behind it, then the hard thudding as of a 
fist striking in anger against a door. He shook his head 
and muttered, “Caint do nuthin’...nuthin’ t all... 
jes’ our Tommy kin... ah hopes.” 

Once into the pasture, Tommy dismounted, helped 
Flame down then quickly stripped the horse of the sad- 
dle, bags, and gear. He slapped the stallion on the flank. 

“Git! Got yo’ Star awaitin’ pawin’ at the groun’, ah 
’spects.” As the horse lifted its sculptured head, nostrils 
flared at all the familiar odors, then broke into a fast 
canter down the meadow where browsed a sleek brown 
mare, Tommy grabbed Flame’s arm and held it tightly. 

“Lissen’s good now. This here’s Cuffee acomin’ up 
now. He a good niggah. Trusts him, ah does. Runs the 
fields bettah’n any white man ah ’spects .. . ’n he'll tell 
me what’s what heah.” 
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She frowned and felt herself move in toward him for 
comfort. Now, as she looked off and saw all the buildings 
and all the blacks toiling in the hot sun, she suddenly 
felt desolate, quite alone. No longer would she have him 
to herself, and she sensed with a woman’s strong intuition 
that evil was in the wind. She could read it im the fierce 
grasp of his fingers sinking into her.arm, the slit of anger 
his mouth had become, and the beetle-browed glare 
he directed—not at her, not at the now-running Cuffee, 
but at the large cabin-like house which stood off by 
itself, facing the long double line of dingy shacks. 

Her back was to Cuffee as she had turned almost help- 
lessly to Tommy. It seemed as if it had all caught up 
with her now. The retribution was at hand. Payment 
was about to be exacted slowly, very unpleasantly, and 
inexorably. She cast her head about wildly for a sign, 
some omen that would warm the chill beating of her 
frightened heart. 

She could not have picked a worse moment. From 
down at the water’s edge she suddenly heard the mani- 
acal laugh of a loon as it glided with slow-beating brown 
wings across the darkening water. It was the mournful, 
morbid, yet oddly shrill, laugh of the demented. Never 
had she heard such a sound in her life. 

That was her omen. 

Cuffee arrived at that moment—just when, in abject 
terror, she fell prostrate into Tommy's arms. Cuffee 
stood panting, puffing. His eyes were great, rounded 
white saucers—not because he was frightened, or winded, 
but because of the incredible sight of Flame. His eyes 
swept up and down her body and finally centered with 
awe on her black, round botton. 

He coughed and sputtered a bit, turning as red as he 
could, knowing full well he was witnessing a forbidden 
moment. 

Tommy gave her heaving back one Jast consoling pat, 
then he pushed her away firmly. He held her chin hard 
with his hand and stared levelly at her. He ignored 
Cuffee completely. 

“Lissen’s now, Flame. We’s heah, and ah does mean 
heah! The party’s done ova’, ’n now yo’s a sho’ ‘nuf black 
niggah. Caint never fogits it.” He shook her head 
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roughly, but without anger. “Am ah a gittin’ thru ta ya? 
Er are ya really jes’ ‘nother squally wench?” 

She came out of it then, stung to the quick. “Yo's 
teasing. "Knows it, but it does me good. Yo’ knows ah 
ain’t no wench lak yo’ eva seed befo’.” She settled back 
on her heels, planted her hands firmly on her ample 
hips, and smiled at him—a brave smile, because even 
now she could hear the last echoing wail of the loon 
drifting through the pines. 

He grinned, then around her head he suddenly took 
cognizance of Cuffee, as though he had just now seen 
him. He winked and eyed Cuffee’s tight and bulging 
pants. 

“Doin’ a bit a carpenter work now, Cuffee?” he asked 
so innocently. 

Cuffee’s eyebrows raised, then he gasped and seemed 
about to fall over in sheer excitement as Flame turned 
slowly to face him. She had known he was there, but 
had wanted her last moment with Tommy. She stared at 
him calmly, knowing full well what his problem was, but 
innocently—as Tommy—ignoring it. She smiled seduc- 
tively. He was rugged, lean, and hard, also exceptionally 
virile-looking. To say he was anxious would be the 
understatement of the century. 

Cuffee swallowed, gulped, and said in a hoarse, rasping 
voice, “Carpenta’ work, mastuh Tommy, sub? Done did 
a bit coupla days ago, but not now.” He looked puzzled 
and scratched his head. 

Tommy grinned and snickered. He was at home now 
—with his niggers—could do about as he pleased with 
them, but not in a cruel sense. He stepped around 
Flame, taking her hand as he did so. He folded her hands 
around the great bulge in Cuffee’s pants. 

“Ain't that a feelin’ lak a hammer handle, Flame? 
Squeezes it ... makes sure.” He pushed on her hand. 

She laughed, and eye to eye with Cuffee, who was just 
her height, discounting his piled mountain of wool, she 
squeezed. She got into the act. “Mah . .. mah,” she 
exclaimed, “sho’ does feel lak’ it. Mo’ lak a axe-handle. 
Allus ready, this niggah, ah sees. Done carries his tools 
ready to go!” She laughed gaily and squeezed and 
stroked Cuffee’s jerking phallus. 
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The latter howled with glee and rammed hard against 
her. 

“Oh, lawsy me! Lawsy me!” He flashed a quick look 
at Tommy. “Yo’ a bringin’ this un home fer us bucks ta 
hump? I’s fust? Ah hopes...and hopes?” The hope in 
his rolling eyes was something rare to behold. 

Tommy sniffed and slapped away Flame’s hand— 
not too gently either. “Tha’s ‘nuf.” He felt oddly angry 
now. His problem was obvious, but he would never admit 
it, could not even recognize it: simple jealousy. He knew 
that Cuffee, with perhaps the exception of Hector, the 
Mandingo (and master of the house servants), was 
the horniest buck on the place, and had all the equipment 
needed... and then some. Just a little bit of the bugaboo 
about the sexual superiority of the black over the white 
tinged the color of Tommy’s emotions. 

He spoke sharply to Cuffee. “Gits the saddle, ’n bags. 
Takes ‘em ta the barn.” 

Cuffee bent obediently and lifted the heavy saddle 
easily with one hand. Then, with the other, he scooped 
up the saddlebags. When he felt the lightness of them and 
then shook them in disbelief his eyes naturally flicked 
their silent question. He dared not ask. 

Tommy growled, feeling damned uncomfortable. Then, 
he shrugged, sighed, clapped Cuffee on the shoulder and 
looked him straight in the eye. 

“Yo’s a unnerstandin’ niggah, Cuffee. Ah done went ’n 
done it. Got no supplies ’ceptin’ her.” He glanced at 
Flame quickly and winked at her to reassure her. 

Cuffee’s mouth fell open. He grinned in huge delight 
at first, then the grin faded. He looked down at the 
ground, his face sour-looking. He shuffled his feet, seemed 
reluctant to move. 

Finally, he spoke, and quite softly, warily, “Yo’ knows. 
Ah knows, mastuh Tommy, suh... whut goin’ a happen.” 
He glanced up at Flame with pity in his eyes—eyes that 
lingered over her splendid, naked, gleaming body almost 
sorrowfully now. “She agonna know, too.” 

Tommy snarled in sudden anger. “Batshit! Le’s go!” He 
seized Flame’s arm and began to stalk across the meadow 
toward the big house. Cuffee trotted to catch up. As he 
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-watched Flame’s swaying hips he groaned in frustration. 
He just had to have her! 

“fn it doesn’t work out right, suh...yo’ know... 
then kin... ah haves her...jes’ a Lil’ bit anyways?” 

“Shet yer ugly yap!” He broke into a long free-swinging 
stride, nearly dragging Flame from her feet so quickly 
did he bolt off. 

Cuffee kept his mouth shut now, and he dropped back 
a few paces, but not too far. He wanted to see the fire- 
works blaze up quite quickly now. Well...he did... 
and he didn’t. While he was still a slave, and, as such, 
relished combat of any type between whites, he still 
held a deep respect, even a touching bit of something 
like love, for Tommy. He hated to see him take a beating. 

“Yo’, Cuffee!” Tommy shouted, still striding along at a 
furious pace. 

“Yassuh!” he hollered. ; 
4 saa yo’ done heard "bout mah Blaze? Where he at, 

uhi 

Cuffee was saved by the bell... literally. 

Hector—the stalwart and somewhat cocky Negro who 
ruled the household servants—stood stolidly in the yard 
before the house. He swung lustily on a length of rope 
and tolled a heavy iron bell that hung from a post by 
the front door. He waved with his free hand, shouted 
gaily—for he, too, was fond of Tommy—and then jerked 
the rope up and down so that it sounded like all the bells 
of heaven and hell had broken loose into a blasting, re- 
verberating donging that assaulted the ears and brains 
until one felt absolutely numb and witless. 

“Stop itl Stop it! Yo’ damn black fool! Ah sees him! Yo’ 
think he’s God amighty?” 

Dolly Scott rushed through the open doorway of the 
house and grabbed at the rope. At the same time she 
planted a lusty kick into Hector’s backside. He grunted, 
gave her a sour look and let go of the rope. 

They made quite a pair standing there. He, black as 
India-ink, very negroid of feature (but a good-looking 
man), fully six feet tall and weighing a good two 
hundred and fifty pounds. He had put on a bit of lard in 
the past five years, but still—with perhaps the exception 
of the rather wild and stringy Cuffee—could easily squash 
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any buck on the Swamp. His strength lay in his great 
oak-like arms, massive chest, and legs like heavy timbers. 
His head, a bit smallish and rather round, seemed too 
tiny to rest on such a bull-neck and shoulders, but the 
brain within was a clever one, a quick one, a calculating 
one. Mentally, he was the superior of the short and 
plump white woman standing irately beside him, giving 
him a last reproving glare before she swept her snapping 
eyes up across the meadow toward the three figures ap- 
proaching. 

Hector watched curiously, then apprehensively, then 
excitedly as he saw the extremely tall black form of 
Flame, limping, still and clutching Tommy’s arm. He 
moaned faintly and absently rubbed the growing bulge in 
front of his trousers. There wasn’t a mean thought in his 
mind. It was doubtful that there ever had been. Hector 
was simply not the type. He gloried in his strength, his 
power over the other blacks, and he loved and loved his 
lordly position as master of the household. And he knew 
that cussed as Dolly might be at the moment—and many 
other mements—his position was secure there also. She 
would come to him. He never had to go to her. This 
sudden flash of thought brought forth a quick and con- 
fident grin on his full face. He made so bold—knowing he 
could get away with it—as to slip his big hand under 
Dolly’s dress from the rear and stroke softly the crease 
between her full buttocks. 

She shied, like a skittish mare, and on her face a smile 
fought with a frown—the perfect mirror of her emotions. 
Briefly, the smile won, perhaps because the impetus 
behind it was the stronger of the two. Yet she scolded 
him, knowing he expected it; and it also gave her release. 

She slapped away his hand... but not too hard. “Pretty 
uppity niggah, yo’ agittin’ ta be, Hecta. Feels lak yo’ 
owns me—'steada otha way ’roun’. Feels yo’ kin do whut 
yo wants with me, doesn’t yo’.” But she gently back- 
handed him in the crotch and then winked slyly at him. 

He protested and then went into his groveling act, the 
one she liked so much. He knew it made her feel real 
good to have such a huge galumpus as he to play the 
abject supplicant. It appeased the tyrant—and the not 
too small one—in her basic nature. 
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He dropped to his knees and tented his hands before 
his chin. He faked a terrified, weeping act, and then 
—with a quick look around to see if they could be seen 
... not as yet, the others were still moving in slowly from 
the fields and the house servants couldn't care less— 
pressed his black face in between her legs and rubbed 
while he murmured lovingly, “Oh ah makes up ta yo’, 
Miss Dolly. Ah does, this very night, ifn ah kin. Does 
jes’ whut yo’ laks best a all ifn yo’ please... please lets 
me.” His long red tongue shot up and slurped against 
her thigh. 

She sucked in her breath with a quick gasp and her 
hands flashed out and jammed his head against her. But 
then, alarmed by the noise of the approaching blacks 
from all points of the farm, she pushed him away. 

“Lata...a course,” she whispered. She turned her 
back on him and watched with folded arms over her full 
breasts the approaching trio. She was nervous and fought 
for composure. Damn Hector, anyway! He knew just 
what got her the most! 

She became grim of mouth as she got a better look at 
Flame, and the way in which the statuesque black girl 
held onto her Tommy. She didn’t like it in the least. She 
sensed trouble, but she knew her Tommy also. She could 
rail and rant at him—as she often did—but there was a 
limit. This could be it. 

Biting her lip, her mind full of confusion and contra- 
diction, but also determination, she forced a smile and 
then began to trot toward them. She held out her arms 
and sang out in a glad tone, “Tommy! Tommy! Yo’'s 
back! I’s so happy now! Lonesome, ah wuz!” 

Somewhat reluctantly and of course guiltily, Tommy 
pulled Flame’s fingers from his wrist. “We’s heah as yo’ 
kin plainly see. Drops back ’n leans on Cuffee. He won't 
mind a bit...ifn his woman doesn’t see him.” 

She dropped back to Cuffee, nearly falling as she 
twisted the bad ankle on a stone. Cuffee leaped to her 
aid like a striking snake. He put an iron-hand arm around 
her supple waist and squeezed very hard. He'd show this 
Amazon that she was with a man now! 

Immediately, she tensed her stomach muscles so that 
his vise-grip had no effect at all. Then, a bit more than 
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grim herself—like the rushing Dolly—she put one fore- 
finger on the back of his wrist, her thumb on the softer 
underpart and squeezed! 

He screamed in sudden pain and the saddlebags fell 
from his paralyzed fingers. His face contorted with pain 
and then anger. 

“Bitch! Ah fixes yo!” He stopped dead, threw the 
saddle down and reached for her neck. He'd strangle 
some sense and respect into her, or kill her in the at- 
tempt. She had humiliated him! 

And now, when he heedlessly, recklessly, dashed into 
her, she was suddenly back in the jungle. Jt was he, or 
she, she thought in a vivid flash. She didn’t know if he 
were really intent on crushing her, beating her down to 
a pulp, but she had to assume it. 

With a deceptively swift and crafty motion, she 
dropped nearly to her knees. As he came flying in she 
grasped the outstretched hand and threw herself violently 
backward, yanking so hard he screamed in pain once 
more. She hit the ground flat on her back while he sailed 
outstretched through the air over her head. She could 
have held onto his hand, twisted and broken his arm, but 
she relented at the last moment and released him. 

He landed aspraw] flat on his stomach with an awful 
whack that knocked the wind clear out of him. He 
shook his head groggily, then, seized by a fit of excruci- 
ating, humiliating anger, he sprang to his feet. 

That was when she flew through the air herself—full- 
force, fat on him, smacking him onto the ground for the 
second time. He let out a roar like the wounded bull of 
old and whirled over with a savage burst of strength. In 
a moment, he was sitting on her chest and his big, raw- 
boned fist was held poised ready to smash down onto her 
face. 

“Cuffee! Yo’ Cuffee!” Tommy’s command was loud, 
clear, and to be obeyed. He ran back up to the two of 
them, Dolly at his heels. Tommy was just plain angry, but 
Dolly didn’t look so at all. She stood by with a crooked 
smile on her fat face while Cuffee got his verbal lashing. 

Tommy grabbed the upraised fist and held it tightly. 
“Whut yo’ means, huh, Cuffee? Whut ah done told yo’ 
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a zillion times, all a yo’ heah, "bout fightin’? Huh?” He 
shook the fist hard and thrust it down and away. 

Cuffee sputtered and fumed. He looked down into 
Flame’s deep, dark eyes and said slowly, “Yassur, mas- 
tuh Tommy, suh. “Knows whut yo’s said, but—” But then 
he shrugged, knowing he’d started it all, and knowing 
Tommy probably knew it also. 

“Happens agin’ yo’ gits yo’ knows what!” 

“Yassuh.” He knew what, too. And Hector just dearly 
loved to hang them up by the heels and smack the hide 
right off them with that hard leather paddle with the 
little holes in it. That was punishment, deserved—not 
meanness. Cuffee had had it once. Never again! 

He started to get up but Flame held him down by 
grasping his knees. “Ain't hurt none at all, mastuh 
Tommy, suh. Mah fault much’s his... awaggin mah butt, 
’n twitchin’ mah big tits. Guess ah wuz a teasin’ him,” 
she lied. She looked very sorry, contrite, and convincing. 
And, she realized, she liked the rugged look of his hard, 
lean face. She also faintly realized—but just ever so 
faintly—that she enjoyed being dominated. 

But she was more acutely aware of other things. One, 
the hot and hard feeling of his crotch on her breasts and 
the changing look on his face. Two, the conflicting emo- 
tions on the face of the white woman. 

This was she. 

There was no doubt about it. Physically, she was no 
challenge. She would be a fat, soft slug in Flame’s strong, 
brown hands. But what was mirrored in the glittering 
blue eyes, the immobility of expression, the glacier-slit 
of thin pale lips, the squaring of the broad and bunched 
shoulders, and the heaving of the capacious breasts as 
she leaned into Tommy, just touching his arm with a 
fat, red, possessive forefinger—all this... was something 
else. 

Quite something else. 

Flame was glad that Cuffee was sitting on her, was 
enjoying it, and that she could respond. 

“He mighty heavy ’n pow’ful, mastuh Tommy, suh. 
Gettin’ him off is yo’, afore he squashes mah tits?” She 
squirmed lightly, but twisting her head so that only Cuf- 
fee could see the slow wink meant just for him. She still 
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wanted Tommy ... her Tommy, doubted she’d ever want 
anyone else—but this was not the time at all to show 
any further interest in him. 

It was Dolly who broke the silence. “Gittin’ Hecta ta 
whup the two a ’em...ah ’spects.” Her eyes took on a 
new sheen, perhaps from the sight of Cuffee sitting on the 
naked girl... perhaps from the prospect of the whipping. 

“Ain't awhuppin’ nobody,” Tommy growled. “Wasn't 
really no fight.” 

Dolly sniffed and shrugged. And once again, as she 
did every so often, she felt a strong urge of irritation and 
weakness. If only...yes, if only they were really mar- 
ried. Then, she'd have the upper hand, the power! Oh, 
how she would fix him then! 

“Jesus!” Tommy clawed at her hand. 

“Oh...” She patted him, aware now as she looked 
down at his arm that she had clawed him while she 
thought. She had sunk her fingernails in a sudden spasm 
of wild emotion. “Sorry, Tom. “Wuz jes’ a thinkin’.” 

-He rubbed his sore arm ruefully. “Yo’ does more’n 
thinkin’, *n ah bleeds lak a stuck hog. Whut ail yo’, 
woman?” 

She had best watch herself from now on. She could 
see that for sure as she saw Tommy’s eyes focused on the 
spread of Flame’s long legs. By God! She would get him 
down to Charles Town one of these days...and soon. 
Real soon! They would have a proper wedding, preacher, 
certificate, and all! That native ceremony they had par- 
ticipated in here at the Swamp five years ago—partly as 
a lark and partly to make little Missy at least quasi-legal 
—that jumping over the broomstick and all that banging 
and. shouting by the blacks during and afterward... all 
that was not enough. Not by a long shot, and she rarely 
let the opportunity go by without reminding him. 

She pouted just a little. “Ain’t nuthin’ ailin’, Tom. Fact 
is, done prettied mahself up fo’ yo’. See?” She lifted her 
face coquettishly (and hopefully), tossed her head a 
gay trifle, then fluttered her skirt as she curtsied slightly. 

“Done put red on yo’ lips agin’. Combed yo’ hair.” He 
smiled now, for he did still very much like to look at 
her when she had “prettied-up.” He ruffled her long hair 
and tickled behind her ear. 
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She giggled, then snuggled close as she saw Cuffee and 
Flame getting to their feet. Cuffee’s erection was tre- 
mendous, threatened to burst the ragged front of his old 
work pants. Flame had no eyes for him, however. She 
watched Dolly and Tommy...as Dolly could plainly 
see. 
“Ain't kissed me yet, Tom,” she whispered. She was 
urged on by the undisguised feeling of jealousy toward 
Flame and by the show of Cuffee’s virility. With sudden 
suspicion, she wondered just what all had happened on 
the two-day trip: back. She knew he liked the wenches, 
had caught him diddling with them at unguarded mo- 
ments, but she felt fairly secure in her position as the 
center of his sexual attraction. Now, as she pressed close 
to him, her hands sliding between them and grasping his 
growing flesh...heedless of the two staring blacks... 
she was sure that she was still all he really wanted. When 
it came down to it all... why would a white man prefer 
a nigger when he. could have a white woman whenever 
he wanted? The obverse was beyond the pale of her con- 
sciousness. 

He pushed his face against her and puckered his lips 
in a quick and soft kiss. She could still melt him. He knew 
it. She knew it. - 

“Smells awful good, yo’ does,” he murmured. He swung 
up a hand and mischievously swung open the square, 
low-cut bodice of her dress. The scent of gardenia and 
heliotrope was heady as it floated up through the deep 
valley of her firm breasts. He grinned, looking down. 
“Ain't shrunk down . . . ah sees.” 

She laughed, pleased. “Gits a rest, ah does while yo’s 
gone. Gits bigger-like, seems. Figger’n on makin’ up fer 
it tanight.” She bit playfully at his ear, but then as she 
saw Flame suddenly wheel around and face off to the 
river she became suddenly sulky. She pushed back from 
him and faced him with her short, fattish body resting 
solidly on wide-spread feet. Her hands smacked down on 
her swelling hips. “Yo’ ain’t tellin’ me yet how comes yo’ 
a bringin’ that big, black slut back wif yo’.” She eyed 
him with clear challenge. 

He didn’t answer right away. Damn it! Right now he 
wasn’t sure if he just wanted to run off into the woods 
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and run and run to get away from it all, or if he really 
would rather put his hands around her plump neck and 
squeeze until her eyes popped out. 

“Hmpfth!” she snorted. She wheeled on Cuffee while 
she waited. “Yo’, Cuffee, bes’ simmer down -afore yo’ 
wench sees yo—maybe ah tells her mahself anyhow. 
Don’ lak sech goins’ on. Now gits them saddlebags down 
ta the house, unloads the supplies, then takes that,” 
openly sneering at Flame (whose back, still turned, sud- 
denly stiffened into two ridges of hard muscle), down to 
the shacks. Aputtin’ her wif Cleo. She alone now, ain’t 
aneedin’ all that room.” 

Cuffee shot a quick look at Tommy as he bent to pick 
up the empty saddlebags. Tommy watched him with a 
stoney face, met his questioning stare, then shrugged. 

Cuffee sighed, picked up the bags and readied himself 
for the verbal blast that was sure to come. 

It did. 

She swore and she swore, and she swore! A string of 
lurid, filthy oaths such as would have made any Liver- 
pool harlot cringe with envy (or perhaps even shame). 
Tt came easy, for such had been the lot of Dolly for a 
short time, after she had left the countryside with the 
tens of thousands of other rural English girls, come to 
the big cities in search of glamor, money, and food. There 
was no glamor, precious little money, and the gaol was 
her. natural destination for pilfering. A short and ugly 
stay had cast her once more upon the narrow, cobbled 
and dirty streets of what was now becoming the great- 
est slaving-city of the nation. Everyone—from the wealth- 
iest to the scrub woman and the candlemaker—put in his 
pounds, his pence, for a share of the large boats, the 
rum-boats, sailing down to the black continent for its 
black gold, then depositing it in the New World, then 
curving once more up the deep, green ocean stuffed with 
the gold and lucrative raw stuffs of the Americas. Wealth 
was amassed—in staggering amounts—by many; even 
the scrubwoman and the candlemaker had more dainties 
now, more pretties. 

Not Dolly Dillworth. She was gulled into signing on 
as an indentured servant aboard a ship bound for the 
Carolinas. Months later, she was sold—for the price of 
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her passage—to a rice planter of Charles Town who with- 
in the hour, had the chubby, sparkling-eyed English 
lass slaving in the steaming hot rice fields with the other 
indentures and the blacks as well. 

She lasted the day. She fled that night, hid in a wagon: 
one of a train and coffle of slaves that was to be led by 
boisterous and drunken and cruel Hugh Scott. And there 
was his sixteen-year-old, tag-along young brother Tommy 
Scott. They were both fresh from England, but, unlike 
Dolly, not runaways. Hugh had had a bit of money and 
rather grand and foolish illusions about what to do with 
it. He’d be a successful surgeon he would: he would 
have, perhaps, until while he was out swilling booze and 
wenching, young Thomas (caring so carefully for the 
money) had crawled into a loft with a black slattern, 
won his sexual spurs, and returned to find a wrathful 
Hugh ...and the money stolen. Thus, Hugh had taken 
the job—overseer in the swamplands—which had cost 
him his life. 


“Whereéat the stuff!” she screamed. She broke into a 
bumbling run toward Cuffee. The latter dropped the 
bags and fled like a long-legged black wraith toward the 
cluster of cabins. 

She tore open each bag, pawed desperately, dumped 
them upside down, then in a perfect fury threw one, 
then the other at Flame. The first one missed by a yard. 
She never moved, not even when the second one smashed 
her flat in the face. Not a flicker of emotion crossed her 
face. 

Yet, deep within her eyes there glowed a hellfire that 
made Dolly’s shrewish soul curl and shrink, but not for 
long. She had seen that type of look before...and had 
seen it rendered futile, reduced to naught. 

Her own eyes glowed now as she rose to her feet. 
Slowly, as though walking a rope, she came back to 
Tommy. She folded her arms and said to him in a sac- 
charin voice that fooled no one, “Yo’ done bought her— 
fer yo’...’n the hell with the supplies. Thinkin’ mo’ a 
that scrawny, lil pecker a yer’n that anythin’ else in 
the whole wide world!” 
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Her eyes bored straight through him. Softly, icily, she 
said, “Tells me it ain’t so... mastuh Tommy, suh.” 

He stared right back and for an instant recalled the 
many times she had cajoled him, had teased so sweetly, 
to go to Charles Town to get married. Aye, one of these 
days they'd go to Charles Town, and the forest through 
which the road ran was deep, impenetrable, and just 
could be very dangerous. Why... anything might hap- 

enl 
4 She saw the clear flash of murder in his eyes and she 
became frightened. He had never looked that way before 
—never. It reminded her of big brother Hugh, who had 
had death lurking constantly at his side, and in the 
blackened, tortured recesses of his mind. She was about 
to relent, to calm him down, when— 

“This heah’s Flame,” he stated flatly. He motioned 
to the black girl who still stood silent, stolid, watching, 
waiting. “Comes heah, Flame.” He jerked his head for her 
to come to them. 

She dared not come close to Dolly, for fear she. just 
might ... might... . She wasn’t sure what, knew only 
that mayhem was boiling in her heaving breast. She de- 
liberately swung around and walked up to Tommy. 

The lad put his hand around her arm firmly. “She 
ain’t agonna’ stay with the wenches. She a stayin’ in the 
big house wif us. How yo’ likes them apples, Dolly 
Dillworth? Hmmm?” 

Dolly bit her nails and met his eyes for a fleeting 
moment. She didn’t look at Flame. Finally, she said in a 
sudden, sharp and bright voice, “Oh, yo’ done bought her 
ta care fer Missy!” She smiled quickly, nearly breaking 
her jaw with the strain. “This whut yo’ done. Sees it 
now.” She looked up at Flame with that same smile, her 
eyes a smoky, impenetrable screen. 

Tommy heaved an audible sigh of relief. He still felt 
guilty, knew that he should, but he was elated. She'd 
be in the house with him! They—! His thoughts became 
wildly, fantastically erotic. 

Dolly took his arm, caressing the underpart. She wasn’t 
about to lose her place in the sun, and certainly not to a 
big-titted black wench. 

“We go’s down ta the house now. Gits some vittles. 
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Got me a deep-dish apple pie fo’ yo’. Baked it special- 
like.” Special for Hector, and if he had gotten his black 
paws on it by now she'd...shed... 

“Whur Missy?” Tommy ambled along slowly beside 
her, and for the first time in what seemed centuries felt 
relieved. It was turning out much better than he had 
thought. Nothing like a little backbone at the right 
time. Have to use more of it. Yes, sir! 

“Oh,” Dolly shrugged. “Ain’t rightly knowin’. ’Spectin’ 
she with Ginger a course, aplayin’ some silly game. Don’ 
know whut we goin’ a do wif her.” She shook her head 
despairingly. “Course,” glancing quickly back at Flame, 
“we done got Flame now-—right in the house wif Missey. 
She works wonders . . . ah'll bet.” 

Tommy looked at her sharply, but read nothing in the 
sweet smile she gave him. And then he suddenly thought 
of the supplies once more. He pressed her arm. “Sorry, 
ah is "bout them supplies. Goes right down agin “bout a 
week. Maybe takin’ yo—ifn yo’ cares ta take sech a 
hard trip.” He had no intention of. such, but he knew it 
would put her in a good mood. 

She squealed in sudden joy and gave a little hop and 
skip. Her eyes really sparkled now. “Will yo’? Hones’?” 

“Does,” he lied, 

And then, as he saw the burly, black form of Hector 
standing in the doorway, he grinned. They thought he 
didn’t know, eh? He knew damn well what was going on 
while he was gone, and even while he was there. He was 
sometimes a little nettled that she evidently preferred 
the big Negro, but he waited for the day when the black 
seed sprouted, grew, and dropped squalling from. her 
fat belly. He waved happily to Hector. 

“Oh.” Dolly stopped at the edge of the path to the 
house. She turned to face him. She wanted to really 
watch this one. 

“Huh?” He cocked his head, as always just a little 
suspicious of her “Oh’s”, as though something inconse- 
quential had suddenly come to her mind. It was usually 
quite the opposite. 

“Done got yo’ Blaze heah,” she said. 
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CHAPTER SIX 


He was transfixed, pinned stiff in the red glare of the 
setting sun, his silhouette thrown black, stark, distorted, 
on the rought slab walls of the house. 

“Yo whut?” He faced the sun, blinding himself until 
he could no longer seen. tit 

She gnawed at her fingers once more. Damn me! she 
thought. Ain’t neva doin’ nuthin’ right! 

“He a heah,” she repeated weakly. “Been akeepin’ him 
fo’ yo’. Know’d yo’d want ta see him afore—” She couldnt 
finish because he had turned and grabbed her shoulders 
so tightly with his claw-like fingers that threatened to 
tear the meat right off her bones that she could only 
whimper out the start of the scream before she fainted 
dead away. 

He let her drop, unconscious, like a sack of doughy 
stuff. He stood looking down at her and shaking his 
head in amazement. He said the same words over and 
over: “All the time heah, *n she neva tells me,” again 
and again...to her, then absently to Hector lurking 
uneasily in the dark doorway, then to Flame at his side 
now. 

She had no thoughts for the others: Blaze, Dolly, 
Hector. She understood, She held out her arms and drew 
him in slowly, pushing down his head gently so that his 
face rested against the soft warmth of her breasts. She 
patted him. Murmured. Then pressed him closer yet, en- 
folded him. She shut her eyes and was conscious only of 
the heat of the sun, the rough, graveled path under her 
bare feet, and the relaxed and helpless youth lying 
against her breast. For a lingering, longing moment, she 
was happy. 

Until she saw Dolly watching. Their eyes met. Dolly’s 
snapped shut. She had faked the whole thing and it had 
backfired. Behind her closed lids, her busy little mind 
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schemed like a ferret. Soon, she groaned, and with her 
eyes still shut, she called out in a piteous voice, “Tom? 
Whur mah Tom? Tom?” The last was drawn deep from 
her heart, was drenched strangely with self-pity and 
an honest and desperate longing for him. 

He awoke. He shook his head free from Flame and 
dropped to his knees beside Dolly. 

“Tom?” he heard once more, even more querulous— 
if possible. 

“Heah ah is, Doll.” He used this name so seldom, 
hadn’t for years, that it brought a pang to his heart and 
tears to his eyes. They had been happy, very happy, at 
times ... long ago. He brushed her sweaty forehead, 
then kissed each eyelid. 

She smiled and fainty sighed. Her arms stole around 
his neck, then gathered his face to her breast. She held 
him tightly. 

Flame sat on a broad, flat stump and glared into the 
house where now Hector stood grinning like a happy 
black ape, looking first at the two on the ground, then 
at her-and much longer .. . and quite differently. 

She glared at him for a moment, then grimly amused 
herself by watching the two still on the ground. She got 
some satisfaction by seeing Tommy beginning to squirm 
uncomfortably. And then, finally, he bent Dolly’s fingers 
just enough so that he could slide out of her embrace. 

Dolly protested. She had felt victory: ie., Tommy. 
She had felt it just within her grasp. He shook his head 
as he got up. He grinned just slightly and mopped his 
wet brow. 

“Whoof! ’S a gittin’ hotter’n hotter, hotter'n hell, *n 
yo ain't got no weaker, ah sees. Lak ta squashes me, 
Dolly.” He helped her up and she tottered just enough so 
that he could see she still needed him. That was the way 
to play the game, wasn’t itP Wasn't it...P A quick 
glance at Flame, sitting cast in red bronze, gleaming, 
weirdly naked, with her head held sharply high, gazing 
off into nothingness, made her wonder. She thought of 
her own soft and white breasts, rounded and melon-like, 
the nipples so pink, although the globes of flesh still 
fairly firm. She saw Flame’s dark breasts, thrusting out- 
ward, seemingly twice as large as hers, tapering to a 
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quick point, the nipples fire-red in the light and elon- 
gated, as though it were natural. Dolly's were flat now, 
sunk in, They extended outward and became hard only 
when she was sexually excited. Was Flame sexually ex- 
cited now? She didn’t look it.... 

“So!” Tommy ‘dusted his hands. “Yo’ shows me fust 
mah Blaze, ’n then ah has ta see mah Missy.” He pulled 
a long and sorrowful face then, however. He snapped his 
fingers slowly. “Done forgot ta git her a lil present. Allus 
does... damn it!” 

Dolly bit her lip in vexation. Yes, he did, and he 
never got her a thing. But— 

“Why...yo’ done got her one,” smiling again and 
quickly inching her shoulder toward Flame. 

Tommy grinned quickly. He felt he knew just what 
she meant, and he also felt he was in eontroi of the whole 
situation now. 

“Good gal.” He clapped her on the shoulder. “Comes 
along, Flame.” He spoke her name now the same way 
Dolly did. It sounded less formal, as though perhaps a 
little .. . maybe a little . . . of the aura she inspired in 
him had softened. “Now yo’,” taking Dolly’s arm, “show’s 
me whereat yo’ got ‘im stashed. In the barn? The stable? 
Where?” 

“None a ’em,” she stated flatly. “Yo’d neva guess in a 
zillion years.” 

“Come on. Come on. Game’s ova. Whur he at?” 

“He ahint a door.” 

“Well .. . now ain’t that sumpin’. My, my.” He cocked 
his head and squinted at her to see if she were mentally 
all there. He shot a quick look into the house and saw 
Hector duck away into the darkness. “He in the house?” 

She shook her head, but then—because she had seen 
Hector also—called out, “Hecta! Yo’ Hecta! Gits yo’ lazy 
black ass out heah! Quick!” She clapped her hands and 
watched with a scolding face as he shuffled out. “Git 
along. Yo’ knows. Yo’ takes us. Shoo!” She slapped him a 
good whack on the backside. 

“He ain’t arunnin’ when he sees me,” Tommy scoffed. 
“Whuffo yo’ needs Hecta? Blaze all cinched up, ain't 
he? Ain’t able ta run, er nuthin’, ah ’spects.” 

“He cinched... down,” Hector muttered, and then he 
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strode quickly ahead of them heading toward the 
meadow, the great willow, and the spring house. 

Tommy nudged Dolly. “He tetched? Talkin’ funny-lak. 
‘Sides no need ta busts his ass. Ah knows yo’ ’n he ain’t 
got no love fer each otha. He a black niggah, he is. 
‘Course we uns—me ’n him—we gits on. Unnerstans each 
otha, we does. Diff'rent wif a white lady. Niggahs mighty 
stenchy ‘n ugly-like. Yo’ awantin’ ah puts him back in 
the field? Gits a little lard offn him, ’n gits his ugly face 
outn yer sight.” He turned and looked at her guilelessly. 
Inside, he was on the quaking verge of hilarious laugh- 
ter. Get Hector out of the house? Wow! She'd. climb the 
walls in sheer frustration! And how well he knew it! 

She kept her head down, plodding beside him. “Oh... 
puts up wif him. He all housebroke now. Don’t pisses 
no mo’ inside. “Spects ah’d only find me a worse one. 
Niggahs agittin’ worser evra year,” she sighed. 

“Yeah.” He scuffed a little dirt with her. “Ahint a door, 
hmmm?” He looked up ahead. “If he ain’t atied down 
good he a eatin’ all the butter, ’n drinkin’ all the milk 
in the spring house. Be so fat he busts, ’splodes like. 
Helluva place ta put him.” 

“He ain’t thea.” 

“Well, what the hell!” He stopped so quickly that 
Flame bumped right into him. 

“Ohl” she gasped. “Sorry, ah is, mastuh Tommy, suh.” 

He snickered, noticed that Dolly hadn’t noticed, 
seemed oblivious of the two of them, just kept plodding 
ahead. His lean brown hand snaked quickly behind him 
and shot between her legs. He moulded his hand to the 
hirsute mound and slid one finger up and down in a 
gentle caress. His heart began to thunder and he knew 
he was getting the shakes. He could feel her lean into 
him, and he could feel the sharp pressure of her breasts 
as she pushed against his sweating back. 

He turned his head slightly, quickly. “Has yo’ tanight, 
Flame. Gots ta!” 

Her answer was a sudden shoving against him and a 
quick kiss on the back of his neck. 

“Flame!” It was Dolly, but with head still down, her 
back still toward them. “Comes heah!” 
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Tommy let her go. “Watches it,” he growled. “Ah 
does.” What the hell was she up to now? 

Flame walked quickly up to the white woman. She 
stayed well to one side. “Yessum, Miss Dolly?” 

“Runs up ahead. Past the spring house. Past it a bit. 
Yo’ finds the door all right. Probably hears him first. 
Noisy critter.” She turned a venemous and triumphant 
face upon the black girl. “Yo’'ll see whut happen to 
niggahs heah—n ’t’s jes’ a sample! Git!’ She raised her 
arm as though to strike Flame, but the latter had fled, 
flying up the path and toward the far meadow. 


Missy was very, very dirty—which was normal for her. 
Missy was just four years old, and a beautiful child. She 
was plump, golden of hair, red-gold now as the slanting 
rays of the sun kissed the silken strands that twisted, 
twirled, and tossed as the grubby cherub laughed and 
laughed. What a game! What fun! She tossed her head 
once again and knocked—just a little tap-tap—once more. 
There was no answering knock this time, and, puzzled, a 
crease of wondering and surprise appearing in the clear 
bright skin of her forehead, she banged on the door with 
the heel of her foot. Still no answer. She sighed. Had he 
gone...or whoever it was? It was somebody... wasn’t 
itP : 

The warmth of the sun was suddenly gone, the light 
swallowed by the black pines in the distance. A chill 
swept over her bare shoulders and she huddled quite 
still, very quiet, and then she was frightened as the first 
darting black swallow of the evening curved close, knif- 
ing in like a faint and graceful shadow. 

“Ginga?” She said it very softly. It was darker now, 
and she was just a little afraid of the dark. She heard 
the thudding of the running footsteps now and she 
clapped her hands happily. 

“Gingal” she shrieked. Then, clumsily, for as she was 
slow of mind, so was she slow of body, awkward, tottery, 
as though taking her first steps; she got up onto her feet 
and stood waiting, arms outstretched, with her beaming, 
happy smile. She stood barefoot on the door which lay 
flat on the meadow ground. 

Flame rushed to her immediately. She had heard the 

105 


plaintive call, then quickly seen the little girl standing 
alone. She scooped her up and held her tightly in her 
arms. She kissed the swirling mop of hair and cooed 
softly. So this was Missy ...had to be. 

And then she realized the fact of the door. She stepped 
back and off it hastily. “Whut on—?” 

“Whur Ginga?” Missy asked. She just wondered. It 
didn’t matter too much. She felt warmed, loved, secure, 
in the cradle that held her now. She lay her head on 
Flame’s shoulder and yawned. Her thumb went into her 
mouth and she sucked noisily at it. 

Flame’s arm stifferred around the child in sudden hor- 
ror as she looked down at the door. She whirled, hearing 
the others behind her. Dolly held Tommy back, grimly 
leeching onto his arms. 

“Stay’s heah, Tom. Wants it that away, ah does. Wants 
her ta see how runaway niggahs gits treated heah.” She 
laughed suddenly as a shaft of light flashing through the 
pines struck Flame’s buttocks and emblazoned redly the 
RA brand she had received on one cheek. Dolly giggled 
and nudged Tommy, pointing. 

“Sq used ta seein’ those brands ah don’ scarcely pay 
no ’tention. Tha’s a good “un, er sure... Royal Ass, mus’ 
bel” She chuckled and then, slyly and quickly as she felt 
Tommy stiffen in anger and begin to move toward the 
two, she slid her hand Zip! down the front of his pants, 
against his bare skin and gathered his privates in her 
hand. She skinned him back immediately and felt the 
instant response. There...that should hold him, she 
thought. 

It did. His cold anger melted in the sudden heat of 
passion. He was helpless in her skillful fingers. He 
groaned and then began to pant as she stroked the hard 
bulging head of his penis. He was torn between the urge 
to rush to Flame and Missy (and still he had not seen 
the door), and the delicious, blood-tingling ecstasy that 
was mounting between his legs. He stood stiff and stil— 
as she knew he would. _ 

Flame’s cheek was soft on the child’s sweating head. 
Her eyes were glued, pinned to the crude, heavy, 
oak door, set in its frame of planks. There was a knob, 
an old brass one, and, underneath, the usual keyhole. 
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Was the door locked? Was this really the door Dolly 
spoke of? The thought seemed too hideous to compre- 
hend. 

Missy stirred, reared back, and with her thumb still in 
her mouth, said, “Ah’s hongry.” 

From of in the shadows by the willow Hector whis- 
pered hoarsely. “She tared, ‘n hongry. Brings her ta 
Ginga.” He stepped forward hesitatingly and whispered 
softer yet to Tommy. “Missy been aplayin’ on the door 
since it been shut. She ain’t a knowin’ nuthin’. Doesn't 
know’s they a big black man down there.” He touched 
Tommy's arm, trying to show how much he loved little 
Missy and wanted her away from it all—besides, he 
wasnt at all sure he wanted to be there himself when the 
docr was opened. 

He went on. “Scares livin’ hell outa her, maybe. Makes 
her worse ... beg’n yo’ pahdon, suh. Ain’t meanin’ nuth- 
in’.” Of course he did. They all knew little Missy had the 
mind of a toddling one-year-old, and that she was also 
very emotional: one moment swinging, jumping gaily on 
joyous pink clouds, and then the next reduced to a 
quivering, piteous puddle of tears—frightened of a moth, 
a butterfly, or a harsh word. 

Tommy gulped and nodded. He still couldn’t move 
more than that, and so caught up was he by Dolly’s 
erotic fondling (she had him out in the cool night air 
now ) that he couldn’t even feel guilty. 

Hector fitted forward and took Missy from Flame: 
She gave up the child reluctantly, but with understand- 
ing. A respect shone in her eyes for the tenderness of 
Hector. She touched his face and gave him a faint 
smile. 

Hector whispered. “When ah’s gone... yo’ opens the 
do’. Ain't locked. Braces yo’se’f.” He wheeled and lum- 
bered off back down toward the shacks. 

“Go on!” Dolly shrilled behind Flame. 

Steeling herself, not knowing what she would see, 
what had been done to him, or in how deep a hole he was 
confined, she stood on the far side of the knob. She tried 
it. It gave, turned, and she swung it up and fully open 
with one hard and fearful yank. 

He lay flat on his back in a pit the linear dimensions 
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of the door and no deeper than the space from the back 
of his head to the tip of his rather beak-like nose, which 
now was raw and bleeding from his tapping to Missy 
with it as he raised his head ever so slightly—all he could 
without choking. 

He was held down securely by heavy U loops of iron, 
the ends driven deep into the hard earth. One loop held 
down his neck; another his waist; another, the space 
just above his knees; each ankle had a separate loop, 
as did each wrist. His arms were pinioned flat against 
his sides. 

He saw only her... peeking over the far and upraised 
edge of the door. When he spoke, it was a voice still rife 
with pride, ending with a mocking laugh, bubbling deep 
from within the massive chest. 

“Caint hardly sees yo’. Dark, it is. Ain’t Miss Dolly, 
knows that.. What wench is yo’? What miseries she done 
sent yo’ heah fo’ now? Gon’ tease me some mo’? Gonna’ 
hold some hot vittles close ta ma nose, then dumps 
‘em on the ground like usual? Gonna squats on mah face 
’n hopes ah don’t bites? Ah will...now!” He shut his 
eyes, sighed and spoke softly, but with an iron-file sound 
in his bass voice that sent shivers up and down her spine. 

“Shets the do’! Locks it fo’ all ah cares. Laks mah 
bugs, ‘furry little animules whut bin.a chewin’ on me 
... laks ’em better'n people ... ifn yo’ sech.” He growled 
and attempted to move, the great muscles in his chest, 
arms, and thighs, bulging, planing, writhing into great 
knots and clumps. The iron hoops held fast. — 

“Shets the do!” he bellowed. 

Suddenly, behind her, Flame heard Dolly’s whisper... 
very swift... very frantic. 

“Hearin’ Missy. She a holler’n somethin’ terrible. Betta 
runs ta her.” 

Flame turned her head quickly to watch, in time to 
see Dolly duck the hard swing of Tommy’s fist, then 
scuttle off into the quiet, quiet night, and toward the 
black bulk of the house. 

“God damn! God damn! God damn!” Tommy roared. 
His anger was terrible, so bad he shook visibly and could 
scarcely button his trousers. He walked shakily toward 
the open “grave.” 
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Flame lay down the door slowly on the other side. 
Then she knelt and crawled across it, looking first from 
the vast black shape of the imprisoned giant to the 
trembling, slender form of the white boy as he knelt by 
the head of Blaze. 

Tears poured from Tommy’s eyes. He wept openly, un- 
ashamedly, as he gazed upon his Blaze. One slender 
white hand fluttered out and folded over the bunched, 
massive fist lying clenched and knotted beside the great 
thigh. He squeezed hard and just shook his head for sev- 
eral lengthy moments. Moments in which he remembered 
the times they had had together five years ago, the 
moments when he, Tommy, had been but a lad of fifteen; 
impressionable, and in complete awe of this great-sta- 
tured black whose heart had been as huge as his body, 
when blustery and black-hearted brother Hugh had 
oddly—to Tommy—made Blaze’s life a torment. 

“Git's yo’ loose ’n a jiffy. Soon’s ah gits these iron 
hoops offn yo’.” He tugged at the one pinning Blaze’s 
neck down. “Who a: puttin’ °em in so deep ‘n hard?” 
He stood up, planted his feet and tugged just as hard 
as he could. Nothing happened. It budged not an inch. 

Yet Blaze heaved a deep sigh of hopeful relief. He 
knew that somehow he'd be free before long. Tommy 
would find a way. 

Tommy suddenly turned to the crouched and watching 
Flame. He had remembered the window in the Charles 
Town inn. He let go the hoop and nodded to her. 

“Gits “im loose,” he said quietly: For just a fleeting 
moment he was jealous of her strength, and that she—a 
woman—could best him. But then he grinned. He knew 
his limitations, could live within them. 

Blaze laughed. “She a wench, mastuh Tommy, suh. Yo’s 
foolin’. Go gits Cuffee, ’r Hecta. Hecta, he done drove 
’em in wif a big ole hamma. They down, way down.” 

Tommy snapped his fingers to Flame. “Gal, yo’ stan’s 
up, straddles this black galumpus, lets him git a good 
look at a wench lak he’s neva seen befo’ in his whole 
born life.” 

She sprang to her feet and lithely jumped so that she 
stood astraddle his waist, each of her long legs spread 
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wide. She placed her hands on her hips and grinned 
defiantly down upon him. 

His eyes widened and he said something that sounded 
like “Umpfh!”, torn from his throat in a sucking and 
longing gasp. : 

Tommy grinned wider. He stood up suddenly, patted 
her backside. “Yo’ eva seen anythin’ lak her ato?” 

Blaze’s head moved slowly from side to side. “Neva,” 
he murmured. “Wasn’t fo’ them monstrous titties ‘n all 
that hairy bunch atween her legs ah’d said ain't no 
wench that big ’n strong-lookin’.” 

She stared down at the great black giant of a man, 
her eyes flicked over the powerful body, then her eyes 
locked with his. He stared right back, but the look of 
each was inscrutable. 

Finally, he muttered grudgingly, “Well... Big Tit- 
ties?” 

She dropped with a happy and confident grin and 
slid her fingers between the neck yoke and his skin. 
She gripped tightly, tensed, then said, “Watches it. May 
hurt.” 

He grunted and simply glared at her. 

Slowly, the muscles in her hands, wrists, forearms, 
biceps, shoulders, and back came into play. The loop 
moved an inch upward. 

“Pulls, Flame! Pulls!” Tommy shouted. 

She shut her eyes...and pulled! The loop slid out 
quickly and she fell over backwards. 

Blaze gasped and gargled and coughed. He twisted his 
head to and fro. “Wow-w-w-w,” he groaned. 

She sprang to work and soon had them all torn out 
...all but the big one around his waist. Every ounce 
of power she had went into her exertions now. She was 
desperate to show this great brute of a man that she, too, 
was a tower of strength. 

Tommy tapped her shoulder softly. He said quietly, in 
a kind and solicitous voice, “Don’t busts yo’ back ’n guts. 
He does it. Kin do it.” He had seen the glow and smile 
of admiration on Blaze’s face as the latter had watched 
her frenzied efforts. Then he had seen the sly wink that 
had told him to tell her to quit. 

Panting, she slid off to one side, and sat watching and 
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waiting. She was puzzled, and her expression showed it 
plainly. How could he pull it out while he couldn't even 
sit up? That would take the strength of his hands, wrists, 
and arms alone. She had been able to put her whole body 
into her efforts...and had done nothing. She felt a 
bit annoyed and then heaved a great sigh, drawing in her 
breath slowly, deeply, then expelling it swiftly through 
her flared nostrils. 

As Blaze’s big fingers wrapped around the U of iron, 
he watched her. His eyes were on her magnificent shoul- 
ders and breasts as she breathed in so deeply. 

“Neva ...neva’ seen nuthin’ lak them titties a yer'n, 
gal. Good gawd amighty!” Then he set to work. His face 
contorted into grim and fierce lines and creases of de- 
termination and tension. He drew a deep, deep breath, 
then seemed to black out as he shut his eyes and became 
very still. ¢ 

“He all right?” she whispered to Tommy. “Ain't sick, 
er sumthin’?” One of her hands moved forward, perhaps 
to help him somehow. 

Violently, cataclysmically, he exploded into action. 
With a tremendous grunt and bellow he swept his great 
hands upwards and tore the yard-long length of heavy 
iron from deep in the ground. He sat up in the same 
motion, then hurled the iron far out into the blackness of 
the night. 

All was quiet now... quiet save for the heavy breath- 
ing of Blaze. He sat gasping, resting, feeling as though 
he had torn his arms clean from their sockets, feeling as 
though he would never get enough air into his tortured 
lungs. 

Tommy’s hand grasped Blaze’s shoulder, squeezing the 
great corded ridge of muscle. 

“Mah Blaze...mah Blaze,” he murmured. 

Blaze’s hand came up slowly and fell over the white 
boy’s. They were silent for long moments . . . moments 
until Blaze’s other hand reached out for Flame. He took 
her hand and pulled her close, pressing her palm against 
the hard beating of his chest. 

He looked into her face which was but inches from his, 
“Thanks yo’, gal. Thanks yo’. Yo’s a woman...a real 
woman.” 
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The thrill that raced through her heart at his words 
and at the feel of her hand on his great chest and the 
hard warmth of his and over hers electrified her. She 
wanted to. suddenly scream, to shout, to leap up and 
about, to go racing across the meadow, and to fly leap- 
ing, soaring through and even over the tall pines in the 
shadowy distance. 


He waited silently on the bed. He lay deep within 
the soft down-ticking, his body eased, rested now. He 
had slept for several hours, had awakened because of the 
slow and easy movements as she took off his boots, his 
shirt, his trousers, murmuring softly to him, soothing 
him, knowing his mind was still as taut as a tightly 
stretched fine piece of wire. 

“Dolly?” he mumbled. He lifted his rear as she slid 
down the trousers. He sank back naked into the fluff 
of the featherbed. 

“Shh...Tom, boy... shh.” 

It was dark in the room, very dark: no candle, the 
shutter drawn tight for the night. He heard the soft 
swish of water, gentle drops as she wrang out the cloth. 
Then the wet warmth of her hands and the cloth as she 
bathed him, his whole body, from head to foot, his back, 
then gently turning him over. It felt soooo good. And he 
briefly slept...slept until he was conscious once more 
of the taste of her lips on his. Her breath was sweet, 
her lips never more tender, and as his arms reached out 
he felt the smooth flesh of her body. She was above 
him, crouched, a leg on each side of him. Her hand 
took his, guided it over the heavy, swinging breasts, 
then over the plumpish body, finally into the warmth 
and wetness between her thighs. 

She sighed and swayed on his hand. She pushed his 
finger into her, and then stiffened in delight. 

“Soooo good, Tom...so good. Plays wif’ me? Jes’ a 
bit? Loves it yo’ knows, ’n ain’t nobody lovin’ me lak yo’ 
does. Oh, Tom!” She arched herself against- him and 
began to thrash her hips. Her breathing became rapid 
and very loud. She shouted, unnecessarily loud it seemed. 

Then, quickly, she moved up on him, pressed her 
knees deep into the mattress beside his head. Her hands 
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went behind and under his head and lifted slightly 
while her thighs lowered on him. 

She groaned and moaned and carried on as though 
the end of the world had come ... come on “clouds of 
glory,” and just for her. 

The enveloping softness and heat and sweet, musky 
scent of her drove him wild. His own hands reached up 
to fill themselves with the heavy, drooping fruit of her 
breasts. His lips, his mouth and then his tongue tasted 
the honey, the nectar of her. 

In moments, she drove his head hard against her 
straining loins while she writhed in supreme ecstasy. 

“Fasta, Tom! Fasta’l "N hard! Loves yo’ ta rasp ’n 
kinda bite!” She grabbed fistfuls of his hair and sawed 
back and forth on his head in her frenzied, erotic 
abandon. 

“Comin’, Tom! Comin’! Oh... good merciful, merci- 
ful-l-l . . . 1” She shuddered, she shook, she garbled 
unintelligibly as her moment arrived. She hung sus- 
pended over him in her own and private world of purpled 
passion, and then, with a long, drawn-out moan of re- 
pletion she fell heavily upon him, smothering him with 
the heavy weight of her hot, wet body. 

He was content for a short time. He had satisfied her, 
had made her happy. They had been one—merged in 
this act of love. And then, the burning in his own loins 
became unbearable, as did the smothering weight of her 
fat body. She lay full on his head and he began to wildly 
claw at her, to try to move, to get air. He had to breathe, 
and—! 

“Doll!” he gasped finally, thrashing his head clear and 
sucking in a lungful of cool air. 

She grunted and then rolled off of him. She lay slack, 
her chest rising and falling with steady regularity. 

He sat up slowly beside her and the anger of frustra- 
tion began to boil. He looked down at her—not at her, 
but where she had to be: the room was that Stygian- 
black. He was tempted to light a candle, just to hold it 
over her, and to look at her sluggish white body. But 
then he thought he liked the black better. 

Unconsciously, he pressed together his thighs and his 
hand went absently to his erect penis. His anger became 

113 


vapor as his hand moved slowly. He caressed himself, 
enjoyed it, but then... before it was too late he stopped 
and jerked away his hand with an angry motion. 

He wanted a woman. He could play with himself any- 
time, and that was something he never had to do on 
such a place as the Swamp. 

“Doll?” He felt ashamed and unmanly as he spoke 
because he knew there was a begging sound in. his 
voice. His ire flared again. Damned if he'd beg! 

“Dolly... yo—!” He shook her fat shoulder and was 
rewarded with a satisfied grunt. Yet as he clawed at her 
hand and brought it to his hard flesh and deliberately 
folded her slack fingers over it her hand began to move. 
She sighed sleepily and then spoke haltingly, so softly 
that he could scarcely hear her. 

“Sorry, Tom. Ah’s so-o-o-o tared. Hard work ah bin 
doin’ heah while yo’s bin gone. Does yo’, though.” Her 
hand squeezed his penis slightly and then began to slide 
slowly up and down. Her thumb ran lazily over the hard 
ridge and bulbous head. . 

It wasn’t quite what he wanted, but hed be con- 
tent. As she jerked at him hardér he lost himself in 
erotic fantasy of naked, voluptuous girls who threw them- 
selves at his feet, who fought for his favor, and who were 
wildly ecstatic to satisfy his lust. 

Her hand stopped, relaxed, fell limp to the mattress, 
She began to snore. 

He sat frozen in speechless rage. Then his fist flashed 
out and socked the soft mattress at his side. 

“Tm a ring-tailed son of a bitch!” he shouted. 


In the big house were also Missy in the upstairs room 
with Ginger, her nursemaid; Flame, who lay curled on 
a mat on the hearthstone of the great fireplace, not three 
feet from that bedroom door, through which she had 
heard it all, had half-guessed what had happened, and 
now lay wondering. 

At the foot of the rough-hewn, nearly vertical stairs, 
and held by a single strong chain around one ankle, 
lay Blaze. Beside him, snoring noisily, lay Hector, sup- 
posedly guarding him. 

There was a dim light in the room, from the glow of 
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the faintly burning logs in the fireplace that cast their 
sheen on Flame’s curved back, and from the two open- 
shuttered windows that let in the wan light of the waxing 
moon. 

Flame was acutely aware of the click of the latch on 
the bedroom door. She didn’t stir. She knew there was 
no cause for alarm. Only he could come out, would come 
out. She had heard his last cry of raging frustration and 
had felt an answering call deep within herself. 

Yet, as her eyes focused on the slim hard edge of the 
opening door, she found her eyes wandering across the 
room, to the foot of the stairs and to the great black 
shape of the man held fast by the chain. Her heart began 
to hammer uncontrollably for no accountable reason, she 
thought. 

As the dim, white wraith that was Tommy slid without 
a sound through the opened door, a chill swept over her. 
She couldn’t understand it at all. The night was warm. 
The heat of the fire touched her skin. And, she knew 
Tommy meant her no harm—far from it. He wanted, but 
he wanted love from her. She knew his sex was he, him- 
self. His whole being was in it. His passion, though, was 
not a base, or a vile thing. It was kind, tender, selfless. 

Yet—She struggled with her fleeting, flickering im- 
pressions, and her eyes—without her knowing it—were on 
‘the outstretched body of Blaze once more. Then, sud- 
denly, a sense of identity, of kinship, of oneness, surged 
throbbing through her heart. 

But, there he lay...chained, and for all she knew, 
doomed. She shuddered once more and shut her eyes 
helplessly—anything to blot out the sudden vision which 
had swept unwanted into her mind—that night... yes, 
that night she had succumbed to the lure of lust (a for- 
bidden taboo) and had defiled herself. 

At first, when the young man had stolen up her at the 
close of the feast of Kla, when she had stood in the 
water knee-deep, still softly chanting, still praising, full 
of the righteous intentions of the ordained: of those to be 
the woman warriors, whose purity would Jend to their 
strength and purpose, and when the others had silently 
gone their separate ways, each to her hut for silent 
devotion, then she had lifted her arms to the full and 
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white-blazing moon and had felt her love for the whole 
universe. 

Never had she felt so splendid, so replete, bursting 
with unbridled emotion that demanded release. She saw 
him naked and in a rigid state of arousal. It seemed 
natural, inevitable. 

She took his extended hand, followed him to the grassy 
‘bank. Not a word was exchanged. Their hushed breathing 
was thunder in their ears as together they lay in the 
deep grass. 

Swiftly, and then with an eagerness more like frenzy, 
she seized him to her—took command, guided his im- 
mense phallus with one quick thrust. The pain seared, 
turned her brain blood-red for an instant. But as he 
thrust full-deep within her straining loins, then Jay hard 
against her, his flesh burning bright within her, in an 
all-consuming fire, the pain was suddenly gone. 

Together, their black and gleaming bodies fused, es- 
tablishing easily, naturally, the age-old rhythm. She rose 
to meet him as he thrust down with hard, grunting 
strokes. The fire, the burning, forbidden flame of pas- 
sion, burst upon her like a multisplendored starburst. 
She screamed and clutched him to her as she felt his 
juices spurting in sudden jets into her womb. 

Just for a moment, he had Jain stiff, taut, still, upon 
her body, then he grunted and pulled loose, tore himself 
from her clinging hands... heard not the craving whim- 
per from her. He sprang to his feet and fled off through 
the bush. 

For hours, she lay there, until the red sun touched 
her lax body. Then, guiltily, furtively, she struggled to 
her knees, gazed out forlornly across the rippling waters 
of the sacred lake. Then she broke, fell apart, and the 
pieces of her (damned and ruined forever, she was sure), 
like the splintered shards of a broken mirror, each a 
glittering reflection of her sin and guilt, swirled, drifted, 
became lost. 

Such had been the taboo, the power of invoked fetish 
through rigid, unyielding tribal custom, that she knew she 
was now an outcast. Oh, perhaps they wouldn’t know for 
a while, but she knew now. That was sufficient. Never 
would she reassemble her life, never would she become 
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a whole person again—of that she was mortally certain. 

The sacred snake had been repulsed by her. He had 
known. Her brother had been butchered. She had been 
subdued, violated, humiliated, branded, and sold to what 
was really the black continent. 

Anger swelled in her breast for a thudding heartbeat, 
and then was gone. There was something else, something 
she certainly hadn’t wanted ... but it was strange. Or was 
it? Was she barren? Never capable of conceiving? The 
thought of all the men who had spewed their hot and glu- 
tinous fluids into her seized her mind with such an in- 
tensity that she cried out. 

Tommy, who had been standing by Blaze—just looking 
down—heard her cry, misread it. “Comes right ova, 
Flame. Comfo’ts yo’.” And me, he added silently. 

He was the only one who had given her love. Could 
he give her a child? Her heart raced joyously as she 
thought of carrying his child, their child .. . like beautiful 
Missy. Yet Missy was cursed too, wasn’t she? Her heart 
fell again and she rolled over close to the dull heat of the 
darkening logs in the fireplace. 

“Flame?” He was on his knees beside her head. He 
smoothed her wrinkled brow and traced his fingers lightly 
over her cheeks, the curved shells of her ears. He bent 
and kissed one ear, blowing softly, then licking at it. 

“Gawd!” he groaned. “Ah’s hot! Caint stands it no 
mo! Yo’s hot, too. Know’s it. Heard yo’.” He pulled at her 
shoulder to turn her over. She rolled without resistance, 
then lay outstretched on the warm hearthstone. Her 
eyes were shut and she simply waited. She knew that 
although excited, he would be gentle. Yet, her passion had 
sunk to its lowest ebb. 

“Huh?” 

She slid open one eyelid and saw clearly the look of 
disappointment on his face. Quickly, she held up her 
arms. 

“Was half-sleepin’,” she sighed. She stretched langour- 
ously, rolling closer to the faint warmth of the darkly 
gleaming logs in the fireplace. “Fire so nice *n warm.... 
Havin’ a dream, ah wuz. "Bout you ’n me,” she lied. She 
was smiling now, and pleased that he smiled back... 
and hopefully so. She was but a savage to any white, but 
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her intuition and sagacity (at times, and as it applied to 
others) made a mockery of their superiority. 

She knew he wanted to be wanted, to be loved. 

She pouted her full, rich lips, making as though she 
were half-afraid he would stand there forever. Then, 
soft as the whispering wing of a dove, she sighed, 
“Comes. Kneels by mah haid. Gives yo’ sumthin’ whut 
dreens yo’ heart right through yo’ pecka.” She could, all 
right. Billy Go and Carpenter, both, had seen to it that 
she was well-skilled. And, she felt, somehow, that Tommy 
wanted this more than anything else at the moment. 
Besides, with him, it would be pleasure. 

He dropped to his knees on the mat beside her. She 
slid her head between his legs, then spread his thighs. 
She kissed his chest, then his stomach, touching the 
throbbing end of him with soft caresses of her chin. 

“Leans way back,” she whispered. “Puts yo’ han’s on 
the flo’ ahint yo’. Throws yo’ haid back, then shoves up 
yo’ pecka ta me. Ah takes care a mah Tommy.” 

He did as he was told and then thought he would 
scream in delight as she began to fondle him with her 
fingers and to lick at him with soft, slow laps of her 
tongue. 

She cupped him undemeath and very, very gently 
kneaded and rolled him, and one finger slid back to 
burrow in under him. He arched high quickly then and 
she took him deep within the wet warmth of her mouth. 
The fingers of her free hand slid like silk up and down his 
rigid member while she lathed her love upon him. She 
could hear the swift and hoarse panting of his breath and 
the clawing, rasping of his nails on the rough hearth- 
stone. She could almost ‘hear the onrushing, inevitable. 
roar of his approaching orgasm. 

He stiffened and started to pull away. She held him 
fast with her hand, then murmured quickly. “Stays. Don’ 
pulls away. Ah keeps yo’. Wants all a yo’, ’n yo’ laks it 
betta then....” 

“But Dolly always—,” he sputtered, hardly able to 
talk. . 

“Ain't Dolly!” she growled, her voice almost a snarl. 
“Stays!” She slapped his stomach and cupped him even 
tighter in her hand. Then she loved him once again—fast 
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and furious, deliberately, to drive him to the uncontrol- 
lable heights of ecstasy. 

He yelped suddenly, and then—as she knew he would 
...as all men did—he stiffened and his loins jerked in 
violent spasms. 

She held him tightly, but tenderly, while he groaned 
her name over and over, and the thrashing of his body 
became less and less violent. His hand pawed feebly, 
shaking uncontrollably at her shoulder. His fingers sank 
in and he clutched hard. for one Jast time and one last 
twitch of his slim body. Then he collapsed. Lay back 
flat. Arms outstretched. Legs widespread. Chest heav- 
ing. Eyes closed. There was a faint smile on his lips. 

She raised slightly as she caressed his softening flesh. 
She was conscious now of something elje and her eyes 
slowly moved across the dark room to the great black 
bulk of Blaze sitting upright, his back against the stairs, 
his hands knotted in his lap, his expressionless face 
toward hers. Vaguely, in the sudden flicker of a dying 
ember she could see the light in his eyes as he stared at 
her. 

Her hand fell from Tommy now and she, too, sat up. 
She looked upon the chained man. Their gaze met and 
merged, yet not a sound came from either. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Tommy was the first to stir. He had not returned to 
his bedroom and his wife. He had fallen asleep instantly, 
exhausted, satiated, contented. Yet the first raucous 
rooster-call of the morning sprang him wide awake. He 
had slept well, he thought. Yet, he remembered vaguely 
dreams not pleasant, and his mind was still troubled. 

The source of the trouble lay flat on his stomach, one 
brawny black arm carelessly over Hector’s head. Both 
men were deep in sleep—Blaze breathing steadily but 
quietly, Hector snoring in fitful snorts as he twitched in 
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his sleep. Blaze’s. arm rolled, hit the floor with a loud 
thud. Neither black awakened. 

Flame lay close to the dying fire, facing it, curled in 
a fetal position, so that her rounded, strong back and 
swelling buttocks glistened red-dark in the early light 
bathing through the opened shutters. 

Tommy crouched close to her, suddenly conscious of 
his nudity and hers. Then as his eyes lingered in awed 
appreciation over the splendor of her body he felt the 
gorge rise within him. He clenched together his legs, 
felt the swift rush of pleasure as his thighs squeezed his 
suddenly-hardened penis. 

He was acutely aware of the desire to roll her over 
and possess her. Why not? She was his, wasn’t she? He 
inched closer, but then furtively, and rather ashamedly, 
glanced quickly back over his shoulder toward the bed- 
room door. He knew she would sleep for hours more, 
but still he looked. 

He started to touch her shoulder, to roll her over, then 
he stopped. “Betta not,” he muttered. “Light now. 
Causes trouble. “Has all the time in the world later.” 
As he moved away from her he couldn’t resist a sudden 
impulse. 

He bent his head and softly kissed the glowing, warm 
and sweeping curve of her buttock. He held his lips 
tight against her flesh, until the pounding of his heart 
and the straining in his loins became too much. “Flame,” 
he moaned. Then he jerked back, got to his feet, and, 
padding softly across the room, went on into the kitchen. 
From the large basin by the door he threw the cool 
water over his face and neck again and again, until his 
ardor had cooled and he felt up to the job ahead. 

He had heard nothing, but the sudden touch of fin- 
gers on his bare leg caused him to jump with a yelp 
of surprise and whirl—ready for anything. | 

“Oh... Missy!” He dropped to his knees instantly and 
drew her close. She was as naked as he and the warm 
and intimate embrace soothed him like a soft summer 
shower. She cuddled close, giggling, then burrowed in 
between his legs while she rained wet and happy kisses 
all over his face and neck. 

He squeezed her once more, then drew back laughing. 
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He held her out at arm’s length, holding her easily aloft, 
so light was she. She shrieked in delight and kicked 
against his chest with her bare feet. 

He pulled her face close and whispered in her ear. 
“Missed yo’ sumpin’ awful, Missy. Yo’ miss yo’ daddy?” 

She nodded her head and beamed her pleasure. She 
swung into him suddenly and stood on his thighs, her 
toes curling in and down while she innocently played 
and batted with his penis. 

It was just then that Tommy saw Ginger. She stood 
silent and waiting in the entry—a pretty young woman, 
light, barely out of her teens. She was dressed as all the 
wenches at the Swamp were: with a loose, light shift of 
gay: calico, slung low at the waist. Nothing else. 

She turned slightly as she saw him look at her. She 
looked directly and with imsinuation at the sleeping 
Flame. The face she turned back to him was pouting, 
almost sullen. Yet, behind this injured facade was a look 
of sadness. She had been his favorite, the one to whom 
he had sneaked off to so many nights when Dolly just 
wasn't in the mood, or was indisposed, as she put it. 
It was she he sometimes called to softly on a warm 
summer day while she worked with the others. Then, 
in a moment, she would come running through the brush 
to their secret dell by the old oak. Her skirt was trailing 
in her hand and she dropped it quickly and rushed 
naked and happy to him. 

But now .. . “Ginga!” he snapped. He knew she 
wanted to talk about them, to ask whether their rela- 
tionship would continue, and he silently cursed himself 
for feeling guilty once more. Damn it! And he slapped 
his fist on his bare knee. She was just a goddamn black 
nigger wench, wasn’t she? A damn good piece of tail, 
but, then, most of them were. He could get any of them 
with a snap of his fingers. 

She slouched toward him, cringing quite obviously 
as she saw his irritation. 

“Yassuh, mastuh Tommy, suh?” She stood silent, 
waiting, close to the door, and just out of his arm’s 
reach. 

He eyed her sternly. “Yo’ goes back down ta yer shack 
now. Ain't needin’ yo’ fo’ awhile. Yo’ takes care a Tiny, 
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not that he a needin’ it, er that ah gives one good god- 
damn.” And then... “Damn!” He jumped erect, scoop- 
ing the giggling Missy up high on his chest. She had 
batted him a little too often and too hard and it had 
hurt. “Jesus!” He felt down with his free hand and gin- 
gerly touched his scrotum. 

Ginger thought she saw her chance. She moved 
quickly, desperately, dropped to her knees in front of 
him and began to caress his privates. His flesh re- 
sponded instantly, hardened, and thrust straight out at 
her. She smiled, and closed her fingers about him. 

“Thought yo’ was really hurt fo’ a minit, mastuh 
Tommy, suh.” She grinned and heaved a big, big sigh 
of relief. She then slid her hand skillfully along him. 

There was a thump from the other room. It was Hec- 
tor come suddenly awake, sitting up too quickly, care- 
lessly, and cracking his skull hard against the stairs. 

“Keerist!” he bellowed, rubbing the wild, black wool 
of his head. 

Flame sprang awake, sat up, saw him, then saw the 
scene in the kitchen. 

Tommy’s anger flared bright and hard. He jerked away. 
from Ginger, then cuffed her alongside the head. “Yo 
black sluts all the same. Jes caint leave a man alone!” he 
roared. “Now yo’ gits yo’ black ass *n yo’ waggin’ tits 
down ta yo’ shack, ‘n don’ lemme see yer ugly face again 
taday!” 

She wasn’t ugly in the least, and she was hardly black. 
She was but a quarter Negro and could nearly pass for 
white. She was short and slender, but full of breast and 
her hips were flaring tapers of delight. 

Tommy looked quickly at her face, unable to keep to 
himself the regret he felt for his actions. Her pale and 
delicate face—oval-shaped and sloe-eyed—was piteously 
pretty. He felt a pleasant tinge of cruelty fash through 
him as the tears welled in her eyes, but then that feeling 
fled just as quickly, banished by the much stronger 
emotion of compassion in him. 

He reached out suddenly, and, with his back to all the 
others, cupped one round buttock tenderly, caressing her 
soft but fright-quivering skin while he quickly whispered 
—and with a fast wink—“Sees yo’ latah, Ginga. Neva 
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fears. Loves yo, ah does.” He didn’t really, but at the 
moment he felt so contrite he fully believed it. 

As did she. She beamed like the morning sun, then 
fled, hips swinging, out the open door. 

He waited a moment until the evidence of his erotic 
feelings had subsided. Then he boldly walked into the 
other room, 

He stopped by Flame, nudged her playfully with his 
toe, then held out Missy to her. “She yer’n ta take care 
a. Takes good care. Ain’t too bright. Gets inta trouble, 
hurts herself.” ; 

She took the child and folded it deep within her arms. 
As she stroked the silken hair her eyes followed the slim 
white form of Tommy as he strode purposefully across 
the room to the two men. She was struck suddenly by 
the terseness of his speech, and worried by it. Her arms 
tightened around the chubby Missy as she watched 
Tommy speak to Hector. She strained her ears, but 
heard nothing. Whatever it was, Hector didn’t seem too 
pleased. He started to protest, but a sharp word from 
Tommy brought his head down, his eyes swinging mood- 
ily over to Blaze. The latter sat still, a black statue at 
rest—at least outwardly—against the stair. She watched 
further as Tommy suddenly spun on his heel and walked 
quickly to the bedroom. Carefully, he opened the door, 
was out again in less than a minute, workpants, shirt, 
and boots on. He shut the door carefully and strode out 
of the front, door, hurriedly buttoning his shirt, saying 
nothing, looking at no one. 


Silent still, waving perfunctorily at the occasional, 
“Mornin’, mastuh Tommy, suh,” he ambled down the 
“street,” then stood looking down the slight slope that 
led across the acres of green and waving rice that led to 
the broad river. The morning breeze was fresh, full of 
the good smell of sunshine and growing things, It should 
have freshened him also. It didn’t. 

He glowered ill-tempered as the blacks moved in silent 
lethargy to the fields. His lips half-framed an angry shout 
for them to snap to it, but suddenly his shoulders 
slumped and he sighed heavily. He stood quietly now, 
moodily, staring, but seeing nothing. He began to move 
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along back up the slope, past the creek that split the 
fields of rice from the upland indigo, past the willow, the 
spring house, and the slung-down door with its shallow 
grave. He stopped there and stared silently for long 
moments before he moved on again. 

At the edge of the shadowed grove of great pines lay 
the grave of Hugh Scott, an elongated mound covered 
with rank weed and grass, the small and crude cross 
at the head still standing sturdy, but nearly swallowed 
by the weeds. 

Tommy sat by the small cross and absently picked at 
the grass around it. The longer he sat, the more lone- 
some he got. He began to shiver, to shake, despite the 
heat of the warming sun. He lay one hand flat down on 
the mound, seeking somehow to draw strength, com- 
radeship, from Hugh. A futile gesture, of course. He 
knew it, but in this lonely moment he had come to the 
only place he knew for solace. 

His thoughts winged back five years ago. He closed 
his eyes and pressed deeper into the soft earth with his 
hand, drawing forth memories both fond and unpleas- 
ant. He had never understood Hugh—the brutish lout, 
cruel and selfish so much of the time; so sympathetic, 
even maudlin and pathetic at others, especially when he 
had sucked on his own personal devil too often .. . too 
long. The rum bottle . . . his solace in this wilderness 
that had led him to his undoing. A boisterous, full- 
blooded great man, he had left England, taking along his 
younger brother. He had had plans (nay, pipe-dreams, 
really, for he had not the stuff or inner strength re- 
quired) aye, grandiose was the word, And they had 
popped, fizzled. He had sunk into the black mire of deg- 
radation, wallowing in lust, sex, drink, cruelty, unearth- 
ing (like some grubby, foul thing) the base nature 
younger brother had never seen, had never dreamed of. 
The basic bestiality which even now young Tommy de- 
nied. He drove the scenes of madness from his mind, 
those scenes when Hugh had been at his worst, and 
truest. 

He had lost a brother! That was all he knew. That 
was the sum of things. He smote the ground and groaned 
the name of Hugh over and over and over, as though to 
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conjure up from the grave the boisterous, laughing, red- 
faced, back-slapping man bursting forth, just boiling 
over with... with... life. 

Tommy's father was long-dead, killed in a mine 
cave-in when the boy was but a baby. Hugh had re- 
membered the old man, the spitting image of himself, 
had never forgotten him, had sought him (unknown to 
himself) for the rest of his life. This, Tommy hadn't 
known, never would. But he was mortally sure of the 
blood-bond of father and son, of brother and brother, 
and the mother. ... 

“Aye,” he spoke aloud, patting the grave. It was sel- 
dom he used such a word now. His North-of-England 
speech (laced with wandering Hugh’s adopted Scotch 
brogue), and the Liverpool accent of Dolly’s, had been 
slurred, muddied, blurred and blotted out quite com- 
pletely in the past five years. They spoke as did the 
blacks at the Swamp, or as those few, few whites in 
their own social class. 

Dolly! He yanked out a handful of the tough grass 
and sent it spilling through the air. Perhaps if they had 
never seen her at all... then perhaps he would be alive 
today ... perhaps. And then, in a fit of wild, unbridled 
emotion, he banged his forehead again and again on 
the mounded grave. He moaned and groaned, mumbled, 
growled, sometimes sad, forlorn, sometimes angry, even 
furious. “Ah hates yo’, Dolly!” Bang! He smote his head 
down. 

But then, with almost a whimper, “And ... and ah 
loves yo’. Dolly!” Yet, he smote down his head once 
more. 

And so on, as though viciously tearing at the white 
petals of his Dolly-daisy. How it would turn out, he had 
no idea at all. And, then, shuttering blackly behind his 
momentary madness was her sly and whispering voice— 
the one he had heard say the same thing over and over 
through the years . . . say this thing when she felt ne- 
glected, selfish, vindictive, say: “Ah’m thinkin’ he done 
it, Tom. Tha’s what ah thinks. Yo’ precious, goddam 
black bastahd Blaze! Tha’s who! Ain’t no man lak yo’ 
brother Hugh wuz what drowns hisself in a tub a bath- 

125 


mse He done it! He set the fire! Runned off, didn’t 
e 


Flame sat quietly by the great stone fireplace. She 
hummed so softly that only Missy could hear. Tommy 
had been gone but a moment and Hector was now un- 
locking the chain that held Blaze to the ladder-stair. 
Hector whispered quickly to Blaze, a whisper not loud 
enough to carry across the long room to where Flame 
sat, but quite loud enough for Dolly to hear. 

She stood in the open bedroom doorway, clad in a 
dingy, old, once-white nightgown. She had been seratch- 
ing industriously at one plump buttock and frowning, 
frowning because she had heard, then seen him sneak 
in, then out. And now, when she heard Hector's voice, 
she bared her teeth in a grim smile and swept a hand 
in behind the door. 

The sharp click as she readied the musket and pointed 
it straight at the two men brought Hector’s head around 
as though it were on a spring. His eyes rolled wildly. He 
gulped and swallowed his confusion and fright. He lied 
frantically. 

“Mornin’, Miss Dolly. Jes’ atellin’ this yere black nig- 
ger he a gettin’ it taday.” He shoved Blaze hard and the 
latter struggled to his feet, his limbs cramped and stiff 
from sleep. 

Dolly snorted in contempt and kept the musket 
pointed at them . . . steadily. “Heard evra word yo’ said, 
Hec. Yo’ atellin’ him ta run soon’s yo’ gits ‘im outside. 
Whut yo’ atryin’ ta do? Git yo own black ass bustid?” 
She advanced on the two of them, and now, as she saw 
Blaze’s evident lack of concem as to his fate and Hec- 
tor’s old and familiar fawning attitude with her, she 
tossed the musket back into the room and onto the bed. 
She could handle the two of them without a weapon. She 
had never had to use one before. Besides, she was more 
than just a little afraid of the thing. She had never shot 
one, or hardly even touched one before. 

She walked boldly up to the two huge black men, and 
her heart began to beat with excitement . . . that is, until 
she suddenly remembered the presence of Flame in the 
room. She wheeled on her and the look she threw was 
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one of pure venom. The almost casual stare she got in 
return, then the unconcerned turning away of Flame’s 
head made her even more angry. 

She almost spit in her spiteful fury as she shook a 
trembling finger at Flame. 

“Ah fixes yo'l Yo’ sees! Yo’... yo’... 1! Git that brat 
down ta Ginga’s shack. Now! Then yo’ runs yo’ black 
ass up ta the spring house. Quick!” There was a tense 
pause while she struggled with her thoughts, and then, 
slowly, the angry lines in her face dissipated into a 
smooth and crafty smile. 

Flame got up, never once leoking at Dolly—but cast- 
ing a puzzled look at Hector, then a longer, questing one 
at Blaze—marched stiffly out the door. She held the brat 
close and patted the damp, plump back. 

When she had gone, Doily walked straight up to the 
two men. She had to look up a foot to see into Hector’s 
pce and another six inches to see the cool, dark gaze of 
Blaze. 

“Ain't changed a bit, has yo’? Still jes’ ’s proud’s any 
king. Yo’ black jackass! Thought yo’ a tellin’ me a long 
time ago—five whole years now—that pride was shit, and 
that you'd eat your share just to live. Yo’ did, too. 
*Members?” 

The smirk on her face made him remember all right. 
He had learned that lesson .. . the hard way. His pride 
had never died, had just been buried to keep the body 
alive. He had humiliated himself for that bastard Hugh, 
for her, until he had broken under the strain and run. 
Well... what now? flashed through his mind. What was 
her next move? The door again, and more of her noc- 
turnal and obscenely erotic visits? What? — 

Dolly’s anger had subsided, but she was far from 
calm. She was tempted ... greatly. Here were these two 
great black men—Hector near-naked with his loose work 
pants slung low on his broad hips, and Blaze completely 
naked. Naturally, because it was natural for such a 
woman as Dolly, her eyes fell from the calm, dark eyes, 
glided longingly down the great muscled frame and 
hung at length’ on Blaze’s limp, but still huge phallus. 
She was about to weaken, give vent, release, to her pas- 
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sion, when she heard the mutter of Hector’s disgruntled 
voice. 

She whirled on him. “Yo’ bin tole ta whup him, ‘n 
whup him good! Ah heard mah Tom say that. Now... 
does itl] Movel” 

He did, and quickly. He knew that in her wrath she 
was capable of most anything. He grabbed Blaze’s arm 
and propelled him across the room and out the door as 
though his life depended on it. 

Dolly watched with satisfaction, then she shrilled out, 
“Ties “im good. Yo’ knows the way. Ah be’s right there. 
Yo’ massuh Tommy kinda chicken ta watch,” she snick- 
ered, “but ah ain't. Ah’s lookin’ fo’wahd ta it!” And that 
she was. 

She dashed back to the bedroom to shed her gown and 
slip into the faded gingham dress she wore day in, day 
out. It was so tattered and unpatched due to her lack 
of concern that it was a tossup as to whether more of 
the dress showed . . . or her. 

Briskly, she walked out, down the street, snapping her 
fingers imperiously at the sluggish blacks. She was in a 
mood for whipping. She threatened all and sundry, in- 
vited them to watch. The response she received was 
negative ... quite. They all knew what came next, and 
there were few of them who could take pleasure in 
watching. 

She laughed at the dour faces, the rebending backs, 
as they turned to their work once more. She was actually 
in a state of keen excitement. She was queen! She had 
no fear of Tommy, knew that he would be skulking of 
somewhere, far from the scene he wouldn’t—couldnt— 
watch, never did; and she further knew that he would 
show up with some studied, stuttering, and probably 
flimsy excuse about being so terribly busy with the work 
about the Swamp that day. 

Hal 

There they were! Under the low-sweeping branches of 
the weeping willow. Already Blaze was hung by his 
heels, his legs widespread, his fingers just clearing the 
ground, and his glistening black backside gleaming In 
the peeping rays of the sun which drifted innocently 
through the bunched leaves. Her heart hammered 
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much she began to shake. As in a dream, she walked 
slowly forward, and heedless of the staring Hector (who 
wisely, however, lowered his eyes now) reached out her 
hand and stroked the smooth-muscled black buttocks. 
The power, the promise, the... the... ! 


‘Tiny lounged against the rough corner of the shack, 
on.the shady side, of course. That was the side Tiny 
would always pick .. . wherever it was the most com- 
fortable, less demanding, safest. He was but five years 
old, but with the height of a ten-year-old. He was slim 
yet, but already the building of a great frame had begun 
—heavy bones, a wide and sturdy frame that would fill 
quickly with meaty flesh. 

He was a handsome boy—precocious, also, and a 
striking mulatto. He was the issue of Blaze and Dolly, 
and Ginger was his mother. It was doubtful his real 
mother saw him once a month, and then only by acci- 
dent. Her feeling toward him was that of one toward the 
mangy cur that trotted behind, and licked at one’s heels. 
He knew who she was, and who he was, but he was too 
young to be aware of the consequences. Ginger was all 
the mother he knew, really, and all he wanted. As for 
the master of the Swamp, he knew him even less. The 
master tolerated him, that was all. Perhaps lying close 
beneath the toleration was a thin skin of something like 
pleasure, an odd skein composed of both compassion 
and triumphant contempt. 

Tiny leaped away from the side of the house as he 
saw the tall and naked form of Flame closing down upon 
him. “Umpfhl!” He stared open-mouthed, then dashed 
through the doorway, yelling for his mother. “Gingal 
Gingal Monst’ous wench come! Wowee!” 

The cabin was one room, eight by ten, one doorway, 
no door; one window-opening, and no window or shut- 
ter. The logs were loose and ill-fitting. The chinking had 
muddied and sifted out in the spring rains so that the 
outer light streamed through the inch-wide gaps, ample 
light to see by. ; 

Ginger had a cot of sorts, and Tiny slept on a woven 
straw pallet on the dirt floor. There was one chair and a 
plank table. A small cupboard with a few bits of kitchen 
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utensils about made up the furnishings. Any cooking 
was done outside, even in the winter, but at least then a 
door and a shutter were put on the shack and the chink- 
ing renewed. Some winters were far from balmy picnics, 
far indeed. Some snow, freezing rain, howling winds 
sweeping in like great gray and crazy skygiants from the 
east, and then the bitter cold, and the glare ice. These 
occurred. Had last winter. Could again. 

And at Tiny’s screech about the monster wench com- 
ing, Ginger, lying quietly, ruminating, grousing, on her 
cot, felt a glacier chill crawl, then sweep with deadening 
cold over her body. 

Flame, was it? 

Come down to drop off Missy, then go back up there 
for ...! She sat up in bed with a sudden squeal of 
anger. 

“Shut up!” she screamed at the hopping, shouting 
boy. “Ah hea’s yo! Ain’t deaf!” She held her hands over 
her ears and shut her eyes tightly. Then the shadow of 
Flame cut off the warm rays of sun that had bathed her 
while she lay on the cot. She opened her eyes—finally— 
to mere slits. She stared at the outsize woman who was 
crouching to peer through the door. 

Finally, Flame said quietly. “Has to leave Missy heah 
wif yo’.” She put down the child gently and gave her a 
loving pat on the backside. 

Ginger snorted. “Oh, ah bets yo’ duz. Brat gits in the 
way fer some things.” However, she patted the space 
on the cot beside her. She felt pleased when Missy, after 
a moment's indecision, ran to her and hopped onto the 
cot. Ginger swept her arm possessively around the child, 
pulled her close, squeezed her very hard, and then met 
the cool gaze of Flame with mounting irritation. j 

“Yo’ gots somewhere ta go, wench?” she asked mean- 
ingfully. Her jealous eyes swept over the nude body or 
Flame, the incredible size of her, this mountain of nakell 
black voluptuousness. She gritted her teeth until hep 
jaws ached. Then she burst out, “Yo’ runs roun’ lak & 
slut . . . bareass, yo’ black cunt showin’ up lak that! ism 
no deceny ’t all, jes lak any jungle savage. Spect youl 
put a dress roun’ that big black ass a’ yern afor long ~ 
Somebody'll see to that, n quick!” Contemptuously, sii” 

130 


spat on the ground at Flame’s feet, then fired her final 
salvo. “One man here’s mine. ... Yo knows who, ’n ifn 
yo takes him, ah’ll... ah’ll.. . ! Oh!” She threw her- 
self back down on the cot and began to sob quietly, un- 
able to restrain her sorrow for herself any longer. 

Missy sat quietly beside Ginger. She sucked her thumb 
and absently stared at the antics of Tiny. 

The latter had begun to saunter about the room, 
squaring his shoulders, glancing at Ginger in vexation, 
and muttering in “grown-up” fashion and exasperation 
about certain types of women. And then, although he 
was but five, he continually shot challenging and what 
he hoped were amorous glances at Flame. He stared at 
her big breasts and licked his lips, letting his little tongue 
slide around suggestively in a moment as his gaze swept 
boldly down to her hairy crotch. 

Oh, he had watched. He had seen. He swaggered 
about now, and with his forefinger and thumb waggled 
his miniscule penis at Flame. 

He grinned, shot out his hips toward her, and then 
said in his childish treble voice, “Reckon yo’ could take 
all a that meat, wench?” He had rather vague ideas flit- 
ting about in his crude little mind, but—even at his age 
—he was on the right track. 

Flame sighed. Trouble with Ginger was enough, with- 
out this little mutt. She whirled on him, crouched, bared 
her teeth, then snarled in what she hoped was a really 
vicious voice, “Bites it off in one quick snick a mah 
teeth!” She brought her jaws together with a loud snap 
and lunged at him. 

He shrieked and dove under the cot. She heard him 
seuttling, saw the dirt and dust billowing out from 
under as he tried to burrow through the very wall in his, 
fright. She grunted, then quickly stepped forward and 
placed her hand on Ginger’s leg . . . just for a moment. 
She squeezed gently, then swiftly turned and ran from 
the hut. 


Blaze still hung in the same position, but this was 
Flame’s first viewing. The indignity of it almost over- 
whelmed her. Anger rushed through her blood like fire. 
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She nae on the verge of lunging at Dolly, and... 
and— 

Hector quickly stepped between the two women. He 
planted his large and rough hands on Flame’s tense 
shoulders and shook her hard. Then he scolded her— 
with his back to Dolly, and giving Flame a fast wink 
and a rather desperate smile. 

“Whur yo’ bin? Shiftless a’ready, lak the res’ a them 
no-count niggers? Miss Dolly tole yo’ ta git yo’ ass up 
heah quick! Yo’ ain’t back in no jungle. Yo’s wif civilized 
people. “Members that!” He shook her once more and 
felt quite relieved when he saw the flicker of under- 
standing in her eyes. 

Dolly snorted contemptuously. “Gits through wif 
Blaze maybe ah cuts yo’ up a little. Cuts yo’ down ta 
size. Now gits up ova heah reaaal close, 2 watches how 
we does it. Shows yo’ whut runnin’ niggers gits.” She 
cracked the long whip at Flame, just flicking the braided, 
hard, and knotted end a vicious whisper away from 
Flame’s right nipple. 

Flame flinched. It was unavoidable. She knew what 
that whip could do. She, herself, had been touched a 
few times with such a whip, but just lightly. On board 
the ship and back in the stockade in Africa she had seen 
a dozen or more cut to crimson ribbons, their tattered 
and tortured flesh hanging in gay red streamers, the 
white bones underneath clearly visible: She shuddered 
and looked quickly at Blaze, then off to the dark stand of 
distant pines in the west. 

Dolly laughed—a mean little chuckle~—and sailed out 
the whip again—this time at Blaze’s rump. His big black 
body jerked and a red welt of skin immediately sprang 
puffing into view. 

Hector took advantage of Dolly’s preoccupation to 
whisper to Flame. “She ain’t agonna hurt ’im much. She 
alikin’ ‘im too much. Yo’ sees. Ah whups ’n a minit, ah 
‘spects, ‘n ah fakes. Yeah,” darting his eyes around tm: 
Dolly and the fixed smile on her face, “ah knows she'll’ 
be a gittin’ yo’ ta whup im, too.” i 

He leaped into the air—-straight up, and with a yowl” 
of pain—as the whip bit his own behind. 

Dolly laughed and held out the whip to him. “Gits ig 
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work. Really lays it on. Does a good job, ’n maybe, 
maybe ah let’s yo’ pester that black slut aside yo’.” 

He nodded eagerly and took the whip. He positioned 
himself carefully behind Blaze, six feet back, the full 
length of the long whip. He tossed the biting end back 
over his shoulder and let it fall lightly to the ground 
for a moment. 

His muscles tensed, his big hand closed slowly around 
the whipstock, and then he threw out his arm suddenly. 
The whip sailed over his head in a black, striking blur 
(with seemingly fearful force, but held back just the in- 
stant before it struck). 

Whap! A welt on the other cheek, but smaller than 
the one Dolly had made. However, Blaze had sensed 
what was going on and he jerked violently. He howled 
as though in great pain. 

“Well, fer—l” Dolly planted her hands on her broad 
hips and glared in disgust at the jerking, yowling Blaze. 
She stared for long moments, until Blaze stopped moving 
and howling. Then her silence hung like a lead curtain, 
shrouding all around with its awful weight. 

Flame felt a cold blade of pain knife into her heart. 
Her eyes darted to Dolly, to Dolly’s thoughtful face, the 
tight lines and bunches of muscle gathering around her 
small mouth, then to the short and dumpy figure itself 
in its entirety, then to the two very large black men. She 
felt keenly also her own great stature and strength, and 
her eyes moved off in wonder to the lofty great pines of 
the dense forest. 

How—? How—? How could such a pitiful soft pile of 
gray-white clay as Dolly be the lord and master and 
queen of their destiny? It was incredible, entirely with- 
out sense at all. Why, they could crush her as a gnat 
between the strong, broad planes of their fingers! Flame 
shot her head up into the sky, stared fixedly at the mer- 
ciless sun, a glaring orb, until she was blinded. When 
she lowered her head she knew no more than before. 
There were immutable laws beyond her understanding. 
Still, she struggled with the thought of strangling Dolly 
and heaving her puffy carcass far out across the field. 
Yet, at the same time she sensed—and even more strongly 
—the uselessness of it all. She was still paying, and she 
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felt the price would go higher yet. The burden of guilt 
she bore upon her young and impressionable mind was 
a luxury she could not sustain. 

Whap! 

A belt of living fire suddenly encircled her middle. 
She jerked forward as Dolly yanked at the whip that 
had wrapped—symbolically python-like—around Flame’s 
stomach. The leather then loosened, fell, and Dolly 
flicked it back negligently. 

Her flashing blue eyes glittered upward toward Flame’s 
face. “Thinkin’, wasn’t yo’. Niggers don’t think. Has ta 
teach ’em that all the time.” She curled her lip, feeling 
lusciously cruel now because she had sensed keenly the 
confusion and bewilderment in Flame’s mind. She con- 
tinued to hold Flame’s clouded stare while she spoke 
now to Hector. 

“°N fakin’, yo’ wuz. Ah sees it easy. Yo’ knows me 
better’n that, Hec.” The Hec was soft, almost coy, but it 
was laced with arsenic. “Has ta figger out sumpin’ nice 
fer yo’ now.” Then she burst into sudden laughter. She 
slapped her generous belly in glee. “Yo’ dumb niggers 
is all alike. Neva knows a human’s allus one step ahead 
a yo! Hell! A mile!” 

She whirled on Blaze then and booted his sore back- 
side with a vicious swing of her foot. “Yo’ no diffrent. 
Makin’ me think yo’ wuz a eatin’ shit again, wasn’t yo’.” 
She kicked him even harder with the other foot. 

He said nothing, pressed his lips together. There 
would be no tempering of his punishment now. Hector 
would lay it on with a vengeance, to save his own black 
hide. Dog-eat-dog, it was, and that was that. 

Dolly crooked her finger at Flame. “Comes heah, yo’ 
black bitch.” 

Flame walked slowly toward her, wondering what 
was next. Then she remembered what Hector had said. 
He had been right. Dolly slapped the whipstock into her 
hand and flashed a quick look up into her face. 

“Yo turn, dearie, ’n yo’ knows ah ’spects the meat ta 
jes fly! Ifn it don’t fly offn him, why, then we sees how 
soft yo’ hide is.” She reached out a hand and touched 
Flame’s belly. When the latter quivered from the touch 
of the soft, white hand, as though it were something 
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obscene, Dolly said grimly, “Don’t yo’ move one little 
muscle. Thinkin’ ah’ll feel yo’ a bit.” She slid her hand 
up, then grasped one of Flame’s huge, hard breasts. 
“Nice titties,” she giggled. She juggled the mound of 
firm fiesh, hefting it judiciously. Then she grabbed the 
other suddenly. Her short, fat fingers sank in deep, 
cruelly so, but Flame showed not a flicker of emotion 
or pain. Dolly relaxed her hand, then slid it caressingly 
over the jutting black breast. Then, like a striking snake, 
she pinched hard on the nipple, sinking in her nails. 
She smiled then when that brought a gasp and a flinch 
from Flame. 

And now she held both breasts full in her hands, just 
holding, cupping the hot flesh. She was becoming ex- 
cited at the sight, the feel, and the smell of all this 
voluptuous woman-flesh. Erotic thoughts bloomed 
quickly in her mind. She grinned, felt good. Why, she 
could do whatever she wanted. Anything . .. Or have 
Flame do it to her. 

She whirled her head to Hector, and jerked it for him 
to come close. She let go of one breast and extended the 
middle finger of her hand toward his mouth. “Sucks it 
good. Slobbers it juicy-lak. "Spects yo’ probly rather 
have somethin’ else lak it in yo’ big mouth, but mah 
finger is all yo’ sucks fer now. Maybe later, ifn yo’ good 
ta me, ah has yo’ put somethin’ else in there.” She 
grinned wider now. 

Hector did, too, but when he saw her look pointedly 
at Blaze’s hanging penis he blanched. That was some- 
thing he had never done. Lots of them did, white and 
black, both, he knew, but not he. He liked wenches, 
and that was all. 

But, he took her finger into his mouth and sucked and 
lapped it, wetting it thoroughly with his spit. 

She snickered. “Duz a good job wif that, Hec. Musta 
done it afore.” She jerked out her finger, then spoke 
sharply to Flame, snapping her fingers at the same time. 
“Crouches. Spreads yo’ fat legs. Opens up yo’ slit.” 

Flame did as she was told and in a moment Dolly had 
thrust her wet finger full-length clear up her vagina. 
Flame felt the fat finger twist and turn and shove, then 
slowly slide in and out. In spite of herself, she felt her 
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nerves and flesh respond. She tried to hold it back, but 
weakened quickly as Dolly began to move her finger 
faster and rougher. 

Then, pop! Out slid the finger. Dolly looked at Flame 
slyly, a crafty little smile on her face. “Yo” a hot bitch, 
aint yo’. Ain't no virgin, eitha. How comes yo’ ain't 
knocked up? Ain’t no good in there? Heh?” The sudden 
suspicion that Flame might be barren sent a glow of 
heated superiority through her. Hell! She had to watch 
it all the time. One slip and she'd be pregnant. Had 
proved it twice. 

Dolly stuck her finger out to Hector again. “Licks it 
of real good wif yo’ tongue. "Spects it tastes bettah 
now... ta yo.” 

Hector did as he was told and lapped her finger clean. 
The act itself and the taste and the smell of Flame’s 
fluid quickened his pulse. He Japped more than neces- 
sary, until he felt Dolly's hand encircle his now-hard 
penis which was bulging out against the front of his 
tattered pants. 

She chuckled, gave him a good shake, then shoved 
him off. She tumed to Flame and clapped her hands. 
“Moves that whip, wench. Cuts his black ass good, ’n ah 
means good. Le’s see those ugly muscles a yern go.” She 
folded her arms and stared at the black, slightly swing- 
ing form of Blaze. She waited. 

Flame held the whipstock tightly in her clenched fist. 
She stared at her target . . . and stared ... and found 
herself unable to move at all. That feeling of helpless- 
ness swept over her once more and she felt herself be- 
coming very nervous. How could she possibly do such 
a thing? 

“Move!” Dolly’s sharp voice was razor-honed, and raw 
with sudden anger. 

Involuntarily, Flame swung the whip .. . fast, hard 
but clumsily. She missed completely. 

Dolly grew even more angry. “Do it!” she shrilled. 
She slapped Flame viciously across the stomach. 

Once again, the whip sailed out. This time, her aim 
was better. A thin welt blossomed along the curve of 
Blaze’s spine. He jerked slightly and swore at her. 

Dolly grinned wider, then slapped Flame very hard 
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in the same place. The blow, Blaze’s curse, Hector’s 
mocking laugh, and the odd and strange feeling of ex- 
citement now rising in her, gave strength and an un- 
expected cruelty to the next blow. 

Whap! A lateral stripe ripped across both buttocks 
and he really grunted in pain. Then all was quiet—Hec- 
tor and Dolly both watching gleefully now—as Flame 
threw back the whip as Hector had done. Her face was 
very flushed and her breasts were heaving as her fevered 
excitement swept over her completely. She was without 
reason, without compassion, at the moment. 

Here was something she could flay! Could take out all 
her frustrations, confusions, and anger on. 

Whap! He whirled half-around at the stupendous force 
of the blow that caught him flush between the shoulder- 
blades. Blood poured out instantly, coursing in an ugly 
red stream over the black sheen of his skin. His eyes 
flashed up to her and locked with hers for an instant of 
bewilderment, and then terrible anger. An instant which 
brought her back to her senses. She hesitated, watched 
while he swirled about helplessly, hoping to evade the 
next blow. Suddenly, Flame rushed to him, dropped to 
her knees and caught him roughly by the shoulders. She 
swung him around so that his back was straight to her 
once more. 

“Hols still, dumb nigger! Cuts yo’ ta pieces ifn yo’ 
doesn’t. Kinda nice slashin’ up a raunchy black buck. Yo’ 
men all the same!” 

Out of the corner of her eyes she could see the pleased 
expression on Dolly’s face. She knew that she had hit 
the right chord. She further knew it when Dolly pressed 
close to Hector and slid her hand down inside the waist- 
band of his pants. 

That was her chance. She gripped Blaze firmly, then 
fiercely, and whispered excitedly to him, “Ah hates this! 
Ah puts on a good act now, ’n in a minit yo’ howls, then 
faints. Kin do it? Got nuthin’ ta lose but that pride a yen 
that bitch’s allus atalkin’ “bout.” — a 

His whispered yes was slow in coming, but when it did 
it was firm. He smiled faintly at her, then turned away 
his head. 

She sprang to her feet. She kicked him with the flat of 
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her foot so that he sailed back and forth like a pendulum. 

“Hal” She jumped between Dolly and the swinging 
Blaze and launched the heavy whip as easily, as swiftly, 
as thought it were a toy. He began to scream, to beg for 
mercy, and to thrash and twist until the big bough of 
the tree from which he hung swayed and creaked and 
threatened to crack. 

She missed him every time, but with lightning tosses 
of her head she could see that Dolly was beside herself 
with ecstasy. In fact, she had eyes only for Hector. The 
latter had hauled out his enormous penis and slapped it 
into her waiting palm. His own hands then rummaged 
about beneath her dress. He. whispered hoarsely to her— 
so loud that Flame could easily hear his every word. 

“Caint wait no mo’! Gots ta has yo’... Dolly!” 

And then Biaze gave out a last agonizing groan and 
after a convincing twitch or two of his great body he 
hung limp. 

Flame stopped then and rested. The twin, full peaks of 
her huge breasts rose and fell heavily as she sought to 
suck in air. Behind her, she heard Dolly’s snort of dis- 
gust. “Big black buck done fainted dead away. Aint that 
somethin’, Hec?” 

Hec fell right into line. “Women does that more’n one 
way, Dolly.” Again, he used her first name only. He felt 
bold and knew, at times, that she liked it ... like now. 
“*Spects the way yo’s carryin’ on right now yo’ could 
take care a me, ’n then some.” A slight pause, shuffling of 
feet, rearranging of flesh to flesh, then, “We goes down 
ta yo’ room now, honey. Yo’ has me. All a me.” 

Silently, but alertly, Flame watched the two of them 
amble slowly across the field, and toward the house. 
Hector’s black hand had her skirt halfway up her back 
and her plump white buttocks gleamed voluptuously in 
the bright sun. The black hand patted, caressed, and 
pushed her on. 


“Ain't yo’ a neva comin’ out?” Flame sat on the bank of 
the river and watched with a hard-beating and expectant 
heart at the sight of the powerful arms and shoulders 
splashing about in the shallow water as he washed off 
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the sweat, the dirt, and the blood. She flinched as he 
carefully washed his wounds. 

He lifted his head and stared at her briefly. He said 
nothing, seemed unconcerned with her, and after a bit 
more washing and splashing surged out of the water 
toward the bank. He leaped agilely up and stood poised 
for a moment, sharply etched in black, silhouetted against 
the bright blue sky. Then, still without a word, he 
dropped down fairly close to her, rolled over on his back 
carefully and slowly on the soft grass, then threw one 
brawny arm over his eyes to shut out the glare of the 
sun... and to shut out her relentless, almost beseeching 
gaze. He shifted a bit, complaining about his sore back 
and rump. Then he was still. 

She gazed directly upon him for a long time, trying 
to read through the thick muscles of his great arm the 
thoughts he must hold for her. She plucked at the grass 
about her idly, then with a sudden cry threw herself at 
him. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


She lay full-length on his great body, pressing heavily 
down. It wasn’t sex she wanted at the moment. Or was 
it? She wasn’t sure. She did know that here was a man 
—a great man, not just physically, but a man with a soul 
and feelings of great depth; one who stood aloof, yet 
had room for compassion, for those with kindred spirits. 
She knew now as she lay still and hot upon him that she 
needed him. A silent, mocking laugh echoed somewhere 
in the dark corridors of her mind: she, an Amazon, a 
warrior-maiden, taught to fear no one, and to need no 


one. 

They both lay very still, he with his arm still across 

his eyes and his body limp, simply receiving, sustaining, 

her weight. The hot sun beat upon her back and the 

heat of their two bodies nearly fused them as one. She 
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felt a surging pleasure of comfort, solace, such as she 
hadn’t ever known before. She felt ... well . . . pleasantly 
. weak, helpless, on this great muscled male body, but it 
was the helplessness of the most pleasant sort. She knew 
now she wanted him to soothe her, to say soft and loving 
things, to caress her face, kiss her, shape their bodies in 
a common mold. 

She sighed and moved slightly up on him so that she 
could reach his tight-shut lips. She hadn’t spoken at all 
as yet, not since he had come thrashing out of the water. 
Now, with her soft lips close to his, she whispered, “Yo’ 
fo’gives me? That bad cut ah gave yo’. Didn’t know what 
ah wuz doin’. Felt kinda crazy-lak. Lak . ....well, ah 
guesses ah was takin’ mah mad out on the handiest 
thing.” The “You,” she added was very soft, apologetic, 
beseeching. 

She ran her fingers over his shoulder gently, as though 
to soften that blow. Still, he held his arm tight over his 
eyes. She could see the large muscles of his forearm raise 
in a great bulge, and his lips become even more firm as 
he struggled within himself. He could throw her off any- 
time, easily. Why didn’t he? She smiled hesitatingly, 
then just touched her lips to his. She whispered even 
softer, her lips still touching his. 

“Blaze? Yo’ ain’t sayin’ nothin’. Yo’ ain’t throws me offn 
yo’, eitha. Whyn’t yo’ hol’s me?” Her lips pressed down 
more firmly, and she was rewarded by an answering 
pressure. Then a sort of groan rolled forth from his 
great chest. He sighed, but not in vexation. His loose 
arm, lying at his side on the grass, swept over her and 
she felt the heavy weight of his palm suddenly press 
down on the small of her back. 

He spoke then, moving his head slightly so that her 
lips brushed across the scarred skin of his cheek. “Ah 
knows. Ah knows,” he sighed. Then, “How well ah 
knows!” The hand on her back pressed down hard, rolled 
her against his body. Then the arm suddenly swept away 
from his eyes. He blinked and frowned at the bright light 
of the sun. Then, after a long moment—when he seemed 
once more lost in thought—he said, “Ah had me my 
woman... a real woman... mah Helen, she whut run 
wif me.” 
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Flame said nothing at all. She sensed now that he 
wanted to talk, to spill it out, to someone who would 
listen, understand, and sympathize. She was grateful for 
that, and snuggled closer yet—if possible—and lay her 
cheek on his. 

He spoke at length, rambling at first, then quietly, 
more or less telling her the tale of his life, not so much 
different from hers, except that he had come from Kano, 
the great walled city and trading center in the heart of 
the vast Hausa kingdom which swept over the unending 
savannah that lay south of the mighty Sahara. She had 
known that he was a Hausa, of course, because of his 
facial tribal scars and the easy, unconscious, lapses into 
the Hausa dialect. She understood it readily, for it was 
a commonly used language all the way south to the Gulf 
of Guinea, and far north to the Atlas Mountains that 
bore down on the Mediterranean Sea. 

He said little of Hugh Scott, but she knew from what 
she had already heard and from the iron restraint in his 
yoice that there was a black void there which she might 
never see into. He liked Tommy, although he was rather 
disheartened the way the lad had turned out—a kind 
young man, but just a bit too weak for the strong-willed 
Dolly. He dismissed her with a foul oath. He stopped 
suddenly then, and his hand caressed her rump lovingly. 
His big chest heaved against her breasts. He was still 
thinking, but not talking. 

Flame stroked his forehead. “Whut happened to yo’ 
woman, Helen?” She had been afraid to ask the question, 
but felt she had to know. 

“Dead. Sick. Tha’s all. Year ago.” He was quiet once 
more and the pressure of his hand relaxed. 

She sensed his slipping away from her and it put the 
fire of urgency in her. Why ... why, he needed her as 
much as she needed him! 

Quickly, she placed her hands on the ground beside 
his head, then raised herself a few inches upward, and 
forward. Her large, bright and gleaming breasts, pendant- 
swinging, hung heavily over his face and she smiled 
down at him as she lowered just enough to let the taut- 
ening nipples brush his face. Her hips began to move, to 
slide around, to push against his genitals. In but a mo- 
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ment she felt the growing tumescence of his flesh. He 
closed his eyes and sighed in enjoyment. He rolled his 
groin against her and felt the heated rush of sexual ex- 
citement begin. It was so very good. She wanted him, 
was the aggressor. It was a pleasant change. He grinned 
as he felt the incredible firmness of her breasts bear 
down upon his sweating face, and he opened his mouth 
to take in the extended nipple she was pushing upon him. 
Both of his hands went easily up over her buttocks and 
began to caress and kneed and roll and push down on 
her firm flesh. He felt his penis heat, grow thick, en- 
gorged with rich, pulsating blood, get hard, and then 
strain upward against her. He was ready any time and 
a pulse raced at the thought of plunging into her eager 
oins. 

Suddenly, she cursed, froze, then sprang up and off of 
him. She ran like the winds of fury toward a thicket not 
twenty feet away, and plunged into it headlong. 

He sat bolt upright himself now. He looked after her 
and scratched his head in bewilderment. What the devil 
had gone wrong? What kind of woman was she? Lead a 
man on so, and then... 

But suddenly he saw the reason. From the other side 
of the thicket burst the running black forms of two of 
the local bucks. They fairly flew over the rough ground 
and in a moment had vanished into the forest. She leaped 
after them, gained on them. Then, she, too, was swal- 
lowed into the gloom of the dark pines. 

A short minute passed—but a long and rather dis- 
gruntled one for the sitting Blaze, however. He doubted 
she would catch them, and he didn’t much care now. 
Idly, he sat and with a wry smile and a snicker watched 
his member soften and lay limp on his thigh once more. 
He laughed and snicked his finger at it. 

“Yo's one a mah biggest troubles anyways. Yo’ gots me 
into all this mess. Ifn ah had a lettle fella lak’ mos’ 
bucks then ah wouldn’t a been a prize stud. That Ger- 
man bastard, he done bought you, not me!” He snapped 
at it angrily now, and took more than a bit of pleasure 
in the slight pain. “One other son-of-a-bitch, too. He 
done liked it too much,” he finished grimly. 

While he sat growsing at himself, Flame came crash- 
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ing back through the woods .. . alone. She loped dis- 
gruntedly toward him and he couldn't help admiring the 
splendid proportions of her body—its muscular, yet fluid 
and feline grace, the long and strong thighs, the broad 
and fecund hips, and, above all, her charging breasts, 
swaying heavily as she ran easily toward him. 

Without thinking, he caressed his penis now as he 
glued his eyes to those breasts. His flesh hardened and 
sprang upright immediately. He wanted her now, and 
by 7 iat was—he would have her! Amazon, was shel 
Well... 

He jumped up and stood to face her. He put his 
hands on his hips and drew in a great breath of air. To 
impress her, he ridged and tensed every muscle he had, 
and he threw back his head in a gesture of arrogance 
and defiance. 

Her running slowed as she saw his waiting stance. Her 
anger over the peeping-Toms vanished. Excitement 
rushed like wildfire through her. She slowed to a pacing 
walk, but continued surely toward him. She couldn't 
help herself. He was a magnet . . . one of giant, black, 
and virile flesh. She moaned in expectant ecstasy as she 
realized the brute strength of his tremendous arms, 
chest, and thighs. The blazing fire in his eyes and the 
grim set to his square jaw let her know that there was 
no escape for her. 

Escape? She almost laughed in hysteria, so shaken was 
she. What woman would run from such as he? Her eyes 
were on his great phallus, thrusting up and out at her 
like a huge clubbed spear. Never had she seen such a 
one. She felt faint with shaking desire as she approached 
within touching distance. 

Blaze grinned smugly now. “Yo’ awantin’ it pow’ful 
bad, ain’t yo’. Come to the right place. The right man. 
C’mere! Ain’t comin’ ta yo’. Yo needs manhandlin’. 
Gonna get it. Rough! Big as yo’ is yo’ gonna melt in one 
quick minute!” 

She whimpered in crazed delight, her whirling mind 
conscious only of the demands of her flesh, and the ex- 
cruciating pleasure of submitting to him. She took two 
quick steps and threw herself into his ready arms. 

“Ah loves yo! Loves yo’! Loves yo'l” she cried. 
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He crushed her to him so hard that her world turned 
totally black for an instant. He held her in his vise of 
flesh, then roughly thrust her back, but still held her at 
arm’s length. 

“Love? Wha’s that?” His dark eyes were now piercing 
bright, and his mouth set in a vicious bite. His fingers 
sank deep into the thick flesh of her shoulders as he 
challenged her to answer. 

Anger flashed back at him from a gaze just as intense, 
just as unyielding. She had had enough. Animal lust 
overwhelmed her and her lips curled in an answering 
snarl, Once again, as when she had lashed him with the 
whip, she could take him, take everything he had, sim- 
ply use him in a blind orgy of sensuality. What else 
under the bright blue sky was there? 

-She suddenly grabbed his stiff penis and squeezed it 
very hard. She jerked at it several times, and then 
snarled, “Tha’s love! Tha’s all the love thea is. Now... 
big man ... show me!” She wrenched away from him 
in a ferocious burst of energy. She stood panting, and 
glaring at him. Then she sank slowly, deliberately, to 
the ground. She lay flat on her back, spread wide her 
legs, then, thrusting up her loins with a challenging 
lurch, whispered hoarsely, “Do it!” 

He was beside himself with avid delight. Her sud- 
den ferocious arrogance and the prospect of a wild and 


sexual battle stimulated him tremendously. This was | 


no weak woman, nor a woman making demands upon 
him, using him. This one wanted to burst into the sud- 
den, flaming fireball of passion and sexual explosion 
with himl 


He lost no more time. He dropped to his knees as | 


though shot from a gun. Immediately, he was between 
her spread legs. He pushed forward so that the mam- 
moth blunt head of his penis jammed against her crotch. 
He pushed savagely, not trying to penetrate yet, but 
simply to enjoy the rough, virile motion. Then, while he 
prodded his hard flesh against her, he crouched forward 
over his thrusting hips and looked down upon her mag- 
nificent, animal body with overwhelming admiration. 
She smiled almost grimly, tightly, to hold back the 
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ebullience which threatened to burst forth at any mo- 
ment. She felt bold and saucy. 

“Lak’s whut yo’ sees . . . stud?” She cupped her big, 
upright breasis and wagged them at him and licked her 
lips suggestively. “Sucks mah titties. Makes me hot. 
Come’s on.” She wasn’t asking. She was demanding. Her 
dark eyes held a hellish delight, a bright and almost 
cruel sparkle, as she locked gazes with him. 

“Yeah!” He lurched forward—his hard penis thrusting, 
sliding, around and through the dense thicket of her 
pubic hair until it met the soft, wet, and heated flesh 
of her vaginal lips. He pushed in an inch and held it 
there. Lord! That felt good! 

Then he pulled away her hands, threw aside her arms, 
and filled his hands with her breasts. He mauled them 
roughly, rolled them, batted them, caught the nipples 
and pulled them out even further. He was rough, but 
not cruel. 

She loved it. She tossed her head from side to side, 
feasting her eyes on each pass over his strong hands 
possessing her, and on his tremendous body poised over 
her and just within her. “Suck em!” she yelled. Her 
hands flashed up once more and yanked down his head. 
She moaned and dug her fingers into the corded muscles 
of his neck as he began to kiss hard and suck at the 
hard tips of her breasts. First one, then the other, swiftly, 
still roughly. ' 

And then he shot his penis still deeper into her. She 
answered his motion and whammed her hips up to 
drive him deeper yet. The feeling was incredible. Wildly, 
she wondered for a moment, if she could ever hold all of 
him. She glanced quickly down past his sweating, con- 
torted face and chest. She could see that there was yet 
more to go. 

“All! All a yo'!l Now!” she shouted. Her arms went 
around his huge neck and yanked him up and forward. 
She gasped as the full weight of him crushed her deep 
into the grass, but her arms wrapped tighter and her 
heart sang with the wild birds of the forest. He pene- 
trated her to his full length, held for a split second while 
his burning eyes bored into hers just inches away. 

“Yo’s a woman!” he said in a husky voice, laced with 
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raw passion. Then he moved swiftly, thrusting into and 
out of her—almost—with hard, sure strokes. He shut his 
eyes and savored the delicious feeling. Wow! She was 
good! Just tight enough and muscled down deep to 
close about him so that he felt the smooth clutching walls 
of her flesh squeeze and grab every time he went deep 
into her. 

She felt as he did, perhaps better. She was taking him, 
all of him, and he was huge. He seemed to fill her so 
that she was no longer conscious of herself, but only of 
the great stallion maleness of him fairly bursting the 
walls of her vagina. Her hands began to claw and tear 
at his flesh. She bit hard at his shoulder. She was con- 
scious she was shouting but she knew not what. As her 
passion mounted her hips rose and fell with perfect tim- 
ing. Lunge for lunge, and each going as fast and as 
hard as possible. 

“Ah’s .. .” he shouted. His big fingers tore at her 
shoulders, then in a lightning swoop his hands swept 
down beneath her buttocks and pulled her tight against 
him. He became suddenly rigid while the first tremen- 
dous moment of his orgasm rushed through him and 
into her. 

It was but moments later that she felt her own series 
of. violent, world-shattering spasms. A pink, drenching 
mist enveloped her, set fire to her loins. It became in- 
credibly better and better as he moved slowly, letting 
his sperm shoot forth deep within her in a pulsating 
stream. She felt drenched, flooded, with his heated, thick 
fluid, and she shuddered voluptuously as wave after 
wave of sensuous pleasure washed over and through her. 

He kept moving, slowly, luxuriously now, drawing 
himself out nearly to the end, then slipping in easily, 
surely, rolling his hips to expand her flesh to the fullest, 
so that each could extract the ultimate in sensation. 

He grunted in complete satisfaction . . . and still kept 
moving, his flesh as rigid as ever. “Ahbh,” escaped his 
lips. His eyes opened slowly and gazed directly into hers. 

She smiled softly. The burst of fire within her loins 
had spread throughout her body, warmed, soothed, and 
satiated her. The feeling now was different as he pushed 
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deep within her soooo slowly. She felt dreamy, almost 
sleepy, and utterly, utterly content. 

And then—without thinking sensibly—she whispered, 
never realizing the depth to which his former love had 
carried him, “Good’s yo Helen, wuz ah?” 

He stopped suddenly. His eyes clouded, shifted away 
from her. His lips tightened and a frown gathered on his 
broad forehead. 

She had made a mistake, she quickly realized. Hastily, 
she clasped her hands over his buttocks to keep him 
close in. She struggled for words, but nothing came out. 
She frowned now herself and felt a mounting surge of 
jealousy for the dead Helen. Her hands tightened on his 
flesh and attempted to push him in deeper yet. 

He never budged. His body had become iron. She 
could not move him at all, nor hold his powerful body 
back as he eased himself out of her and slowly got to 
his knees. And still, he never looked at her. The frown 
had deepened and the knots of muscle around his mouth 
were ample evidence that their oneness had fled. 

She relaxed her hands with a heaving sigh and let 
them fall listlessly and heavily to her sides. She lay still, 
but sought to break this sudden barrier somehow. 

“Blaze?” Just a word, a name, but surfeited with the 
love she now felt for him. “Blaze?” she said again, more 
urgently as he slowly got to his feet. Come back, she 
whispered silently. Come back to me. The dead are gone 
forever. We are living, and...and...and I LOVE 
YOU! If only .. . Oh! If only she could give voice to 
her thoughts] 

He shook his head very slowly, but he did look at 
her—a look of sorrow, of understanding, but not one of 
love. Then he walked swiftly away from her, off up the 
river's edge. And then he broke into a quick run and 
vanished into the brush. 


Two pairs of beady eyes peered out through the 
nearby thicket at the recumbent body of Flame. The 
eyes glowed and sparkled with unabated desire as they 
feasted upon the sweat-gleaming, bronzed and lush 
figure of the woman. They shifted slightly, moved closer 
as the sound of Blaze’s heavy charging through the brush 
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faded away, and as the lush chunk of woman sprawled 
out in utter lassitude. Her legs were widespread, the 
dark V pointing directly at the eyes. One arm was flung 
across her face, the other lay still on her belly, the long 
fingers spread fanwise. Her breathing slowed and the 
rise and fall of her coned breasts abated gradually. 

It was more than they could stand. Buck and Slim— 
the two she had chased earlier—crept from the brush and 
stood warily at the edge of the clearing. The proof of 
their sexual arousal was readily evident. They stole quick 
glances about, dreading the return of Blaze, or perhaps 
even the arrival of Tommy. There was no one else to 
fear, except possibly Hector, but he had his own hands 
full as usual. That, they well knew. 

Slim was as his name . . . small-boned, fairly short, 
chicken-breasted, with a hound-dog face, but he was 
wire-tight with work-hardened muscles. Buck was nearly 
as large as Hector, but much more inclined to fat, and 
had the reputation of being the laziest buck on the 
Swamp. 

He poked Slim in the ribs. “Yo’ eva seed sech a fuckin’ 
match in yo’ whole bomed life?” He grinned and 
smacked his lips at the memory. 

Slim snickered and put on a sorrowful look. He pat- 
ted the small bulge in the front of his pants. 

“He sho hung lak’ a goddam mule. Neva seed sech 
a cock in all mah life.” He sighed at his own inade- 
quacy, but then grinned lecherously as the two of them 
slipped toward the sleeping girl. “Thinkin’ ah might gits 
lost in her hole, but sure’s gonna have fun findin’ mah 
way out.” 

On tiptoe, they came up to her and as silent as black 
wraiths they slid off their pants. As each looked down 
upon her naked body, so sprawled out and vulnerable, 
each caressed his hard penis and squeezed and jerked 
it just a bit. They hesitated, a bit fearful of her size and 
undoubted strength, but then as they looked at each 
other they felt more assured. After‘ all, there were two 
of them, and they were men. 

Slim grinned. “Caint both goes in the same time. Whut 
we duz>” He eyed the bristling patch of hair at the junc- 
ture of Flame’s thighs with a wistful sigh. And another 
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thought then raced through his mind. He didn’t want to 
fight Buck for her. Still, he was stubborn and brave 
enough to give it a try. But then she would awaken, and 
probably run. Then what? He scratched the thick, tight- 
curled matt of black hair atop his pointed head and 
whispered out his problem. 

Buck smiled. There was no problem. “Yo’ shoves it 
in, n holds her big legs down. Ah straddles her titties, 
rests mah big balls on her chin, n—” He grinned evilly 
as he thought what he would do then. Really, he pre- 
ferred it that way, had a fine reputation for it among 
both male and female. “Ah kin hol’ those big arms a 
hern. Don’tcha fuss "bout that.” He raised one of his own 
big arms and flexed the bicep. He was too fat, but most 
of his strength remained. The bulge of muscle was very 
convincing and Slim was well satisfied with the solu- 
tion. He nodded quickly, eagerly. 

“Gotta move now, ’n hard!” he whispered roughly. 
“Ready?” 

“Yo’ bets!” 

Flame sprang instantly awake as she felt the sudden, 
rough jolt of the two men crashing down upon her si- 
multaneously. In a lightning flash, she knew who they 
were ... and what they wanted. In the same flash of 
light, she felt the wiry hands of Slim digging into her 
thighs, holding them apart, then the hard ramming of 
his penis against her flesh. It was the solid, heavy weight 
of Buck come whamming down on her chest that really 
brought her to. His strong hands pinned her wrists to 
the ground. His bulbous, black penis thrust hard against 
her lips. 

She looked up into the grimacing face. Buck wasn’t 
smiling now. He was ugly, vicious, determined, and 
remorseless. 

“Open yo goddam mouf!” he yelled angrily. “Takes 
mah cock! Opens up, ah tells yo! We beats the livin’ 
hell *n shit out a yo’ ifn yo’ don’t!” He was furious as 
she pressed her lips tightly together and twisted her head 
back and forth to escape his lunges. 

He swore and bore down as hard as he could. “Damn 
yo!” He twisted the skin of her wrists. Below, Slim 
struggled manfully as she thrashed about. He fought her 
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with his lean body and pinched, dug, scratched, and 
punched at her while he sought to penetrate her labia. 

Suddenly, she went limp—gave up. With her head way 
to one side, she said in a voice almost sobbing, “Go 
ahead. Don’ makes no difrence. Whut’s ‘nother buck 
er two.” 

Cries of joy, of sheer exultation, came from each of 
the two men as they felt the vulnerable, sudden softness 
of her. 

Ha! They plunged in on her. 

“Waits,” she whispered. “Might’s well do it good. 
Lemme get mo’ comft’ble.” She arranged her legs dif- 
ferently so that while her groin thrust up at Slim her 
pillared thighs encircled his thin waist. She let him jam 
in the full length of his hard penis and begin to move. 
Then she turned her head back to the waiting and now 
very impatient Buck. 

“Let’s go mah han’s,” she whispered again. Her. eyes 
held a lecherous smile of invitation. She parted her lips 
and pursed them into a red, wet O. “Laks ta smoke mah 
finger up yer asshole, ’n juggle yo’ balls while ah sucks 
yo off, big man. Ifn ah kin git it all in.” She stared down 
at his hard and meaty phallus and whistled in admira- 
tion. 

“Yeah...” He let go of her wrists quickly, and then 
eased the huge head of his penis into her mouth. She 

_drew it in and sucked hard, wrapping her tongue around 
the bulbous head. His hands shot up in the air in pure 
ecstasy. “Hot damn!” he shouted. 

And then she brought both her hands to his testes and 
caressed them for a moment while she bobbed her head, 
drew him in deeper yet, sucking very hard all the time. 

“Hot damn!” he yelled even louder—if possible. He 
threw his hands high and leaned into her. “How ya doin’ 
back down thar, Slim?” he chuckled. 

Slim grunted and gurgled and gargled his own delight 
as his thin rump flashed up and down. He felt the warm, 
full walls of her inner thighs close about his waist, and 
to be so pinioned by this smothering, hot woman-flesh 
set him passionately afire. 

“Bes’ piece a ass ah eva had!” he gasped. He pumped 
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in and out of her like a jack-in-the-box, despite the clos- 
ing pressure of her thighs about his waist. 

And the LAST, ah hopes! she said . . . quite to her- 
self. She moved with awesome speed and strength then— 
suddenly, cruelly. Three things she did. 

She bit hard on the thick, engorged penis socked into 
her mouth, and at the same time applied terrible pres- 
sure to the tender sack and its contents. Simultaneously, 
her great, muscular thighs clamped about Slim’s tiny 
waist. Her teeth bit harder, sank in, drew blood, shred- 
ded meat. Her fingers felt the pulp of at least one testicle 
mash like soft soap. Her legs, python-like, near squeezed 
Slim in two. ; 

Buck screamed and pawed wildly, helplessly at the 
mocking sun, his arms raised high in seeming supplica- 
tion in his awful agony. His screams rent the air with the 
piercing cry of a mortally wounded animal, as perhaps 
he was. 

Slim uttered not a sound, He could draw no breath. 
His face reddened, purpled, swelled. His mouth twitched 
and his rolling eyes held terror such as he had never 
known in his life before. In a moment, merciful uncon- 
sciousness slumped him limp over the rigid body of the 
woman he had violated. 

Once again, she moved, with a savage rolling motion 
that threw both men to the ground. She tore herself 
loose from their tangled, tortured bodies and leaped to 
her feet. She didn’t run .. . not at all. She was an Ama- 
zon again, and the bloody heat of battle and death had 
cast its rubied spell upon her. She would kill them! She 
felt it. She felt the awesome power of her triumph flow 
through her body like molten lava. She would tear out 
their tongues, cut out their hearts, and tear their geni- 
tals rootless from their filthy bodies. 

A mocking bird trilled in the nearby pines, a soft and 
sweet sound. A cooling breeze drifted, balmed in over 
the waters of the placid river and bathed her sweating, 
panting body. She shook her head savagely. She must 
keep the spell, the vengeance that was hers, that spelled 
doom... for them. 

They were hers! 

Then she looked upward, far up into the clear blue 
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sky where the calm billows of cloud-puffs drifted. A pair 
of curving wings, huge, widespread, soared blackly, like 
a blight upon the purity of the sky. Buzzard, vulture, 
eagle? She knew not what. 

She shuddered at the now-wheeling carrion shape. Her 
head bent down as one of the men groaned. It was 
Buck, on his hands and knees, crawling black-slug-like 
into the brush. A trail of wet darkness, red where it lay 
on the bright green grass, followed in his weaving wake. 
The sound of his groans and sobs were gruesomely 
audible. 

And Slim lay stretched out flat on his back, his skinny 
body bent like a.twisted—if not broken—stick. She looked 
closely. Was he dead? No . . . His thin rib-cage moved 
slightly, and by listening closely she could hear the hiss- 
ing of his breathing. 

The fire was out of her now. Listlessly, she watched 
the broad, naked rear of Buck thrash out of sight through 
the bushes. When all was still, she turned slowly and 
looked out across the wide, dark depth of the sluggish 
river. Here and there a log-shape cruised slowly, snout 
upraised occasionally, a gleaming of red jaw and cruel 
white teeth. The river had alligators galore, but usually 
they stayed away from splashing bathers. There was 
food aplenty for them as it was. 

She looked upstream, against the bright sparkle of the 
water, the woods dark green on her side; meadowed, 
swampy, on the other. She sighed. Her shoulders 
slumped. There was but one thought in her mind now. 
It was persistent, goading. It was not of the two men she 
had subdued, ruined. No... It was of him. She had 
been wrong now, she knew, when she had answered his 
crude and angry remarks of what was love. No .. . love 
was something else. She could feel it in her heart, some- 
thing quite different from what she had said, or had ever 
felt before. A heavy warmth, a dull glowing, as of a 
kindling fire, smouldering, ready to burst into flame. 

But—would he ever forget his Helen? 


She brooded that day, walked moodily about the 
fringes of the Swamp, watched the black backs bent and 
sweat-gleaming in the startling brilliance of the summer 
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sun. Of Tommy, she saw no sign, nor of Blaze, let alone 
the two skunks who had attacked her. They were no 
doubt still off in the woods, sulking—if not skulking and 
plotting—and licking their wounds. Probably they were 
planning vengeance. She regarded the possibility with 
malicious pleasure. 

Anger at her helplessness to change anything at all, 
about the hopelessness of being doomed to live (?) from 
day-to-day, charged through her. Her shoulders bunched, 
then squared, and she felt a keen desire to do some- 
thing violent, something that would let off the “lid’— 
anything at all. 

She was by the well house. Slaves, she well knew, were 
forbidden to partake of the butter, milk, cream, and: 
whatever else was kept in there. They could labor in 
the production of it, carry it to there, and then tote it to 
the big house when ordered. Yet . . . it was white food, 
clear and simple. 

She snatched open the door and walked boldly into 
the cool darkness. She seized a pitcher of cold, good 
milk and drank and drank, streams of it running down 
her chin, her black breasts, her belly, and down her 
thighs. She drank the whole pitcher, perhaps half a 
gallon. 

There was cream in smaller containers. She drank a 
half-cup, but found it too heavy, too sweet. Searching 
further, she found a bucket of pale-gold butter. She 
sniffed, dipped in a finger, tasted. It was good, unlike 
any she had ever had before. She scooped out a huge 
handful and crammed it into her mouth, Another long 
draught of milk washed it down. Her belly was full now 
and she moved to go out. Close by the door hung a 
great hunk of ripe goat cheese, redolent, pungent. Her 
taste buds opened, swelled, pained deliciously. She broke 
off a big fistful and held it close to her mouth. She licked 
at it luxuriously, sensuously, as she flung open the door 
with a crash and stood, framed in the bright light. 


Several hundred feet away from the springhouse, at 
the head of the “street” and its long, double row of 
shacks was the shack that was Cuffee’s. Or rather— 
Mary’s. She was his wife of five years, of five children, 
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and yet another on the way. She was a very black 
woman, almost blue, so dark was she ... and very proud 
of it. Her heart was hewn of obsidian and her tongue 
of smoking flint. And, she was a black “Dolly’—a vixen, 
jealous and vengeful, and lustful. Cuffee had cause to 
wonder at his varied brood. No two looked much alike. 
How many were his? 

Mary and Dolly got along fine. Just dandy. Each rec- 
ognized in the other the qualities which made them one 
and the same, except in the color of their skins. Even 
physically, they were shaped alike, were of the same 
age, liked the same men, and in the same ways. Dolly 
was shrewd, and so was Mary. She knew her place and 
kept it by sycophantic behavior and playing the spy 
for Dolly. Her eyes and ears were as sharp as her tongue. 
And they were Dolly’s. 

Mary had an ace in the hole. She knew quite well that 
Dolly was attracted by Cuffee’s dynamic magnetism. 
Cuffee was a driver, driving all those under his com- 
mand, and himself, to boot. He was proud of his position 
as black overseer, and he believed—for some obscure 
reason—in an honest day’s work from all hands. For the 
most part, he got it. Yet, he was (and how odd it seemed, 
for such a fierce-looking, tall, bony, very strong, hawk- 
beaked, bushy-headed man) to be driven by persons and 
things other than himself. 

To put it bluntly, he was (in present-day parlance) 
pussy-whipped. Blustering, yes, and boiling of temper at 
times for the most part, but, in reality, quite fearful of 
the fat, little, black and sly ferret who was his wife. She 
knew it. Had seen his weakness from the very start, and 
nurtured and grown it until she held it secure in her 
strong black hands, like some palpitating, fragile thing 
which she could easily crush, or simply bend until it 
cried out. This, at a moment’s vicious whim. 

And all this, Dolly knew also. She, too, held the same 
odd flower in her own hands: Mary and Dolly knew, 
knew the other knew. Yet Cuffee was blind. Thought 
himself the complete man, guider of his own destiny 
... save for the sacrosanct white gods. 

He sublimated. Into hard work. Hard play. He played 
with Mary only, however. She saw to that. Dolly wanted 
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him badly and Mary knew it. Perhaps she could have 
him when the time was ripe. Perhaps . . . In the mean- 
time—. Yet, another thing: Mary had her own desire: to 
have Tommy succumb to her, to humiliate him on a 
simple sexual basis. She knew that in the inflexible 
scheme of things, the law-and-order of the Swamp and 
colonial life, that such was the highest rung of the ladder 
she could reach. It would be quite enough. She licked 
her lips at the thought. 

And at the precise moment that the statuesque black 
beauty of Flame was startlingly visible in the doorway 
of the springhouse, Mary happened to pause from her 
sweeping of the dirt floor of her shack. She stopped, dis- 
gruntled, unsatisfied. The day had been the usual bore, 
and she was quite sick of it all. 

She, herself, stood in an open doorway, both hands 
resting on the broom, her head stuck atop. She saw with 
almost idle detachment the bold and naked Flame, eat- 
ing cheese, leaning easily, insolently, against the spring- 
house door. She saw with envious, but admiring eyes, 
the jutting and pointed spheres of Flame’s tilted breasts, 
the narrow but strongly-muscled belly, and the noble 
hips surmounting the long, strong thighs, all dripping 
white with milk, cream, and bits of yellowed cheese. 

Mary laughed, but not in humor. Without turning her 
head, she said sharply, “Cuffee! Offa yo’ black ass! Sees 
whut ah sees. Then tells me whut yo’ duz!” 

It was noon now. Cuffee had eaten, heavily as usual 
and was taking his ten-minute nap on the cot. He sprang 
off the bed, and walked quickly to her. 

“Whut?” He shook head to break loose the clinging 
dregs of sleep. 

“The springhouse,” she said very quietly, with great 
nonchalance . . . and near-bursting her big breasts with 
malicious laughter, yet all quite to herself. 

“Gawd amighty! Good—!” 

She looked at him slyly, knowing full well what she 
would see. The black, strong man was atremble with 
frustrated desire. His penis was instantly rigid and push- 
ing hard against the front of his thin pants. His strong 
chest heaved and he sucked in great lungsful of air. He 
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trembled visibly. His long-boned fingers curled in hope 
at his taut sides. 

She pretended to ignore all this. She snapped at him 
with her voice, like the sharp teeth of a bitch dog. 

“Whut yo’ duz... big-man?P Yo’ is the boss of all the 
niggers. She a eatin’ white folks stuff, n a darin’ any 
folk ta see her. Look at her! Jes’ look at her!” She smoth- 
ered her laughter with a hard cough. “Yo’ punishes her, 
a course. Ah gots ta go ta the big house ‘n see Miss 
Dolly a few minits.” She threw aside the broom, slapped 
his rear sharply to snap him from his trance, and then 
walked quickly across the street—directly opposite— 
where set back, in proper isolation, was the house of 
Dolly ... and Tommy. 


As Flame finished the last of the good cheese and now 
stood simply basking in the sun, she saw the lanky dark 
form of Cuffee striding with fierce determination toward 
her. She grinned defiantly as she swiped the bits of 
broken cheese from her lips and chin. She knew who it 
was and what he would say to her . . . at first. 

In a moment, he was upon her, and it was only with 
the grimmest determination that he did his duty. He 
scowled darkly and ordered her out of the shed. 

“Whut yo’ means? Eatin’, ’n gobblin’ up white folks’ 
stuff, Yo’ a dumb, igerant savage? Gets outa thea, and 
shuts the do’, now!” He ‘shook his fist at her.. 

And meekly, she slumped a bit, as though in fear. She 
shut the door carefully and began to sidle off. 

“Heah! Whur yo’ goin’?” he demanded. He gave her 
shoulder a hard shake. 

She didn’t tur, but she cringed .. . just for him. 

“Ain't meanin’ nuthin’, suh. Didn’t know us niggers 
couldn’t eat the stuff. Was awful good, it was...” She 
backed toward him, just barely perceptibly, and said in 
a contrite voice, “’Spects yo’ gonna punish me.” 

“Punish yol”’ He sounded dumbfounded. Then— 
“Yeah! Bad niggers gotta toe the line, ’n they gits it!” 

“Yassuh, mastuh suh.” She backed a little closer, until 
she felt the heat of his body just a fraction of an inch 
from her. She felt the hard hand on her shoulder shake, 
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could hear his ragged breathing, could swear she smelled 
the lust boiling out from his hungry body. 

She continued. “Ah walks ahint the shed, under the 
big tree. Yo’ does whut yo’ wants wif me. Anthing ’t all. 
Yo’s mah boss.” - 

Then she slunk away from him and slowly ambled 
toward the tree. She hip-swayed deliberately, seduc- 
tively, and then caressed her buttocks with both hands 
as she bent to slide under the sweeping branches of the 
willow. 

She hadn’t long to wait. She had just positioned her- 
self—standing—against the shaggy bark of the great tree. 
She had no fear, certainly not of him. She was the cat, 
and he was the mouse. She giggled at the thought, and 
the further thought of who would lick the cream. 

He came sliding quickly through the branches and 
rushed to her. He fumbled at his pants and his erection 
was complete, stupendous. 

She held out one hand and shoved him back. Her eyes 
snapped at him, a tinge of lustful cruelty in them. 

“Ah knows yo’s gonna punish me,” she grinned, “n 
ah’s shore lookin’ fo’wahd ta it, but first yo’ has to clean 
me nice ’n clean.” 

He stared at her innocently. “Whut’s that all mean?” 
his hands still fumbling with the one large bone button 
that held his pants together at his waist. 

She smiled sweetly. “Yo’ purty good wif lashin’ wif 
that whip. Le’s see how good yo’ tongue is at it.” She 
slid her hands over her milk and cream-drenched breasts, 
belly, and crotch where the bush of hair lay flat against 
her skin now. She licked her lips suggestively, then said 
softly. “Licks it off. All the milk ’n stuff. Thinkin’ ah’d 
lak that. Licks it real good. Yo’ wants ta . . . ah knows. 
Know'd it from the first time yo’ ate me wif yo’ eyes. 
And then—” Her eyes slid slowly, caressingly, down his 
chest, his lean belly, to his fumbling hands. 

She smiled wider as the big, raw-boned, hard man 
finally—like a wild young boy—managed to drop his 
pants. Then she crouched slightly and spread her legs 
very wide. She thrust out her groin and cupped her 
heavy and dripping breasts. 

“Ah’s all yo’s, suh. Punish me!” She bumped her hips 
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at him, then juggled her heavy breasts. In a flash, he 
was at her. He tore away her hands from her breasts and 
pressed his face to the hard globes. He moaned in ecstasy 
and rolled his face from side to side. His loins thrust for- 
ward and she felt the hard, blunt end of his penis ram 
against her. 

“Licks ’n sucks me clean . . . first,” she reminded him. 
She pushed away his hips and thrust out her surging, 
spice-tingling breasts. When his tongue lashed and 
leaped out and lapped and lapped and as he slurped 
noisily at her flesh, she leaned back once more against 
the tree and sighed happily. When he had cleaned each 
breast and sucked and pulled at her nipples until they 
were taut and-rough spears, she grabbed his huge, bristly 
thatch of hair and yanked him downward. 

“Down, boy!” she commanded. She yanked harder, but 
there was really no need to be so vigorous. He was clay 
in her hands, completely subservient . . . lost—gloriously 
so—in the hot and smothering welter of her wet, steam- 
ing, black flesh. 

On his knees, he lapped her clean of milk and cream. 
She bent still more and urged him on with rapid, in- 
sistent taps of her fingers on his shoulders. Then she felt 
him strike the goal he had sought all the time. He was 
feverishly eager, lavish with his tonguing libations, tast- 
ing and enjoying the fruit of her loins as though it were 
a gift of the gods. His strong hands curled about the 
peek of her behind, his fingers sank in, pulled her very 
close. 

She was on tiptoe now, straining her head, her back, 
against the heavy, great trunk of the tree, her front 
bowed, arched, to receive him. The pulsating waves of 
orgiastic splendor broke upon her suddenly. Her arms 
flashed around the tree behind her head. She gripped 
tightly as she felt him lift her clear of the ground, hold- 
ing the full weight of her in his cupped hands. Her 
thighs clamped suddenly around his head when the first 
rush of hot brilliance burst throughout her body. She 
felt him respond, urged on by the thrusting and churn- 
ing of her loins. Again and again, she was racked and 
rocked by astonishing and successive waves of sensual 
delight. 
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ij Then she quivered once from head to foot, as though 


he had sucked the very guts from her. A warm wash of 
repletion spread over her like soothing balm. She be- 
came limp, held his head very close and very tight 
against her, but now she relaxed her legs slowly. She 
patted his head to show her appreciation. Then, ever 
so slowly, she slid to the ground until she was on an 
eye level with him. Through sloe-eyes, half-slitted, she 
saw the bright, unquenched fire of his unrequited 
passion. , 

He reached eagerly for her. 

Then—. 

“Cuffee! Yo’ Cuffee! Whur yo’ at? Gits yo’ black ass 
ova hea! Now!” Mary’s voice, like the crack of the black- 
snake whip split asunder the soft-purpled veil that had 
been theirs. 


CHAPTER NINE 


She was allowed to shift for herself the rest of the 
day. She spent it idly . . . sleeping, lounging, and sulk- 
ing. Her appetite was still good, however, and she was 
still quite bold enough to make several more trips to the 
springhouse. There would be no trouble with Cuffee. In 
fact, she kept an eye peeled for him, for the most part 
a lecherous eye. 

The second time into the springhouse she discovered 
the smoked hams, dried bear and deer meat, and honey. 
By the end of the day she was stuffed. She had slept, 
idled, and eaten the live-long day. 

How long would it last? Not long, she thought, but 
then shrugged. Did it matter? 

Of Cuffee, she had no fear (nor of Hector, either). 
Poor Cuffee, he had scrambled out from under the tree 
and away from her at the shrill commanding voice of 
his shrewish wife. He swore blue murder, everlasting 
vengeance, but he left. She whispered after him, with a 
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lewd and sly chuckle in her voice. “Anytime, Cuffee 
boy. Jes’ anytime ’tall.” At times, during the day she saw 
him wielding his whip as though it were an extended 
phallus—unconsciously so, of course, as he beat savagely 
at the crouching blacks. He worked them until they 
dropped from sheer exhaustion. 

Dolly and Hector never once emerged from the house. 
The door remained shut. She wondered at the endur- 
ance of Hector. Quite a man, he must bel 

Of Tommy, there was no trace. Once, she asked one 
of the more friendly young girls where he might be. 

“Huntiv, ah ’spects,” she grinned. 

“Did he have his musket?” Flame asked innocently, 
absently. 

The girl giggled and rubbed her crotch through her 
thin shift. “Allus. Yo’ knows that. Heard tell all "bout yo’ 
’n his musket.” She laughed, but it was hearty with 
warmth and friendship. 

Flame slapped the girl’s rump playfully and saun- 
tered on, Her mood was now better, until she saw the 
stiff figure of Mary standing in the doorway of her 
shack. Boldly, challengingly, Flame walked down the 
street, passed within a few feet of Mary—unable to re- 
press her feelings of triumph. 

Mary grimaced, muttered, and spat out into the street. 
Then she turned her back on Flame and stalked inside. 

‘The good mood vanished mercurially. It didn’t take 
much, as usual. A feeling of desolation crept over her. 
Try as she might, she could not dispell it. Yes . . . Blaze. 
Where was he? She had asked no one, nor had she seen 
a sign of him, Irrationally, she dismissed his situation, 
that he had been a runaway for years, had lived for 
most of them with the woman he loved—a love long- 
dying .. . if ever, she thought. The woman had died: a 
simple fact, one branded in his brain apparently. Time 
heals, it was said. How long? And now, he was sure to 
get further punishment from the real owner of the 
Swamp—that German they spoke of in such awed tones, 
as though he were God Almighty! 

These things she knew, but drowned them conveni- 
ently in the rising tide of emotion she felt for the great 
and handsome black man. And she became angry again. 
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At dusk, when she sat by a fire of her own at the far 
end of the street, a fire lighted not for warmth (the 
evening was sultry-hot), but simply for something to do, 
and something into which to stare, and dream, and con- 
jure morosely, Hector came drifting down the street. 

Drifting? Well . . . in part. He was cock-of-the-walk. 
He showed it in his strutting steps, the arrogant lift to 
his head, and the patronizing looks and murmurs he gave 
to those clustered about their evening fires, those less 
privileged. 

Flame saw him coming, and she knew from whence 
... and from whom he came. She curled her lip as she 
watched his promenade. She snickered as she saw him 
pat his groin lovingly. What a day this has been, said 
every pat. 

Yet, she knew that he was simply another Cuffee— 
heavier, stronger, perhaps, but that was all. As she had 
heard so many times in the very short time she had been 
at the Swamp, the best way to get along was to eat shit. 
The word gagged her whenever she thought of it, but 
obviously some lapped it up, not bothered at all. Blaze, 
was—tremendously. Oh, he had done it . . . until he 
could stand it no longer. Tommy did his share with 
Dolly. Cuffee kowtowed to his own fishwife, Mary, and 
would lick the white flesh of Dolly at just the slightest 
chance. 

And Hector? She laughed. He was the chief gobbler of 
the farm. And probably more. There was a great deal 
of man in him. She suddenly warmed, caught fire, at the 
thought, and now watched with different eyes as he ap- 
proached the fire and her crouching shape on the other 
side. 

He stepped to the fire’s edge and held out his hands 
in a black fan. He looked at the leaping flames for a 
moment, then-—-suddenly—quickly, at her. 

Neither spoke aloud. 

Both then stared deeply, intently, into the leaping, 
curling, multicolored flames, and where at the edges of 
the fire the heavier logs were blackened, yet red-spotted 
and glowing where the vivid, snaking flames leaped and 
lapped away at the charred wood. 

Perhaps a full minute passed, one in which it was 
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doubtful that either of them heard the noises of the 
other blacks, or the noises of the night . . . ever-present 
when the sun flamed its last, and the creatures of the 
darkness began to prow] in eamest. 

Finally, after what seemed centuries, their eyes 
touched once more. She arose, then deliberately 
stretched and yawned, throwing out the gleaming, full 
cones of her breasts and the smooth, flaring rotundity 
of her hips at him. Then, silently, she turned and walked 
slowly off to the river's edge, perhaps a hundred feet. 
A large cypress, swelling bole thrusting darkly out from 
the even darker water, caught her eye, caused her heart 
to beat swifter. She went to it, ran both hands up the 
hard, great trunk, then pressed her naked body—hot, 
sweating, and eager—tightly against it. 

A heavy hand fell on her shoulder. Big and strong 
fingers sank in. Pulled, to turn her. She resisted, for pure 
deviltry. She heard him mutter and curse. The hand left 
her flesh. She heard then the rustle of clothing, and then 
saw from the corners of her eyes the dull shape of his 
crumpled pants flip by and land just beside her bare 
feet. 

He was on her then; against her, his lips kissing hard 
at the nape of her neck, his huge arms roughly sweeping 
between her and the trunk of the tree. He grabbed a big 
breast in each hand and kneaded each with savage 
eagerness. She heard and felt the hard rushing of his 
excited breathing, and then the thrust of his lower body 
against her buttocks. Still, she didn’t move, but—. 

“Still gits it hard, after a full day wif yo’ Dolly? Yo 
does all the pleasurin’, eh? Yo’ funs her, ’n mos’ the 
time yo’ gits nuthin’, eh?” she mocked. When he growled 
incoherently, swearing quite luridly, twisting to turn her, 
and jamming his huge and hard phallus between the 
taut spheres of her buttocks, she then said vehemently, 
“Yo’ awantin’ a woman, a black woman whut duz whut 
a man likes best! Right?” 

His answer to that was a vicious animal snarl, fol- 
lowed immediately by such a savage twisting of her 
shoulders that even she couldn’t resist. She was whirled 
around like a top. He dropped his hands from her shoul- 
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ders and in a lightning swoop grabbed her throbbing 
breasts once more. 

They were two savage beasts now—two more creatures 
of the night .. . black, merciless, bent only on the com- 
plete ravishment of the other. It was impossible to tell 
who was the aggressor. 

Hands dug and mauled and probed and twisted. Their 
hips bruised each other as they kissed with such savage- 
ness that it seemed as though their flesh must tear. Their 
groins slammed and ground against each other until the 
limit was reached. There was only one way it could end 
—only one way they wanted it. The way it should be. 

Their movements slowed, became less violent. Ruth- 
lessness became near-tenderness. She held his face be- 
tween her hands and kissed him softly, a kiss that was 
invitation and promise. And then she pushed him away 
firmly. She dropped to her knees and without a mo- 
ment’s hesitation held his stiff flesh in her hands... 
then engulfed him into the warm cavern of her mouth. 
She made it good for him, swallowing him in as deep 
as she could stand. 

He sighed and uttered strange, unintelligible sounds. 
His cupped hands about her ears held her close, while 
his bare toes dug deep into the soft ground. 

And then, as quickly, she left him, rose to her feet, 
leaned back against the tree, held out her arms. He 
stepped into her embrace and her hands then guided his 
hard flesh through the matted, wet thicket of hair and 
into the goal of finality he had sought so frantically. 

She thrust forward as soon as she felt his entry. When 
he was deep and secure within her she threw up her 
arms behind her head and dug her nails—like straining 
claws now—into the soft bark of the tree. 

She wasn’t passive, simply the receptacle of his mad 
bull-like plunges. No . . . not at all. Her whole lower 
body moved with his, leaping out against him as he 
reared back, then slamming back hard against the tree 
as his powerful loins burst forward. His arms were tight 
about her and half around the tree. Their breathing was 
rapid and noisy. 

She rolled her hips about in a hard and bumping cir- 
cular motion as the frenzy of her emotion rose to a 
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screaming pitch. Then, before she scarcely knew what 
was happening, it was upon her. Acute sensuous pleas- 
ure... wrenching, surging . . . near tore her apart. She 
screamed faintly and became rigid, save for the ragged 
and fast pulsing grabs of her inner flesh upon him. 

“Waits!” he yelled frantically. He tore into her with 
redoubled energy and thrashed at her so hard that he 
sobbed in his delirium of joy. “Aaagh!” He stiffened and 
held her still with all the great strength of his big arms. 

She whirled off again in further successive waves of 
continuing orgasm as she felt his penis thicken, jerk, 
pulse, and jump as he threw his sperm into her. 

They stood molded, meshed, for long moments, each 
reluctant to move. Later, much later, he looked up into 
her face and shook his head with admiration, and per- 
haps something more. : 

He touched her lips softly. “Yo’s a woman,” he whis- 
pered. “A real, real woman!” He bent his head quickly to 
kiss each of her breasts. Then, slowly, he released him- 
self from her. They stood quite still, straining to see in 
the darkness the face of the other. It was too dark now, 
the moon long shrouded, the sweeping canopy of low 
branches blotting out any other light. 

She felt the flat of his hand warm and strong on her 
stomach for a fleeting moment. Then he left. Walked 
off without a further word. 

When the sounds of his steps had faded and tired- 
ness swept over her in delicious waves she let her body 
relax completely. She slid to the ground, curled down 
deep into the thick cushion of grass, and was asleep 
instantly. 


It seemed but moments later—although hours hail 
passed and the garish ball of the sun had topped the 
loftiest pines in the distance some minutes ago—that she 
became gradually aware of the light, where she was, and 
that she was not alone. As usual, she flew awake, sat 
up in a ready crouch—ready for anything at all. 

She could see no one about her. Puzzled, she peered 
and searched with her sharp eyes through the tall grass 
for some sign of life. Was it Buck and Slim—ready this 
time, perhaps armed? 
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A slim waving of the grass closer to the river caught 
her eye. Slowly, she began to crawl toward the move- 
ment, then stopped when she heard the childish giggles. 
She peered up, still saw nothing in the grass, but at the 
water's edge where the sand led clean and golden out into 


‘the water for a few yards she saw the naked brown form 


of a woman. 

It was Ginger, sitting waist-deep in the water, hum- 
ming and soaping herself. For a moment, Flame felt 
jealousy because of her own great size. Ginger was not 
petite, but her figure was slight, very light of skin, and 
perfectly formed. Her breasts were bright, russet apples 
tapering to quick, hard points and she was spending an 
especially long time swirling her sudsy fingers over and 
about them. She sat bathed in sun and water and enjoyed 
the pleasure of her own body as though she were alone 
in the world. Small wonder Flame sighed, that Tommy 
had picked such a girl for his mistress. 

Flame stood up then, and saw the children for the 
first time. Tiny and Missy, both stark-naked, were lying 
just at the edge of the water, dabbling their hands and 
their feet and splashing each other lightly, and constantly 
giggling. 

The scene was idyllic. Flame glowed at the sight of the 
children—black and white—naked as the day they were 
born, playing with joyful- abandon and pure innocence. 
She looked more closely. Or was it pure innocence? Tiny’s 
big hand had crept under Missy’s plump white bottom. 
From time to time the girl jumped a little and giggled a 
bit harder than usual. 

“Tiny!” Flame snapped. She strode forward through 
the grass and swiftly down the bank toward them. 

Tiny turned his head quickly, saw her, then swiftly 
withdrew his hand. He began to pat Missy on the 
shoulder as he watched Flame. He wasn’t sure whether 
to run, holler, or what. She had scared hell out of him 
the night before. He closed together his legs quickly as 
he again saw the image of her snapping teeth. 

Ginger stopped her movements suddenly as she saw 
Flame. She was quite still for a moment as she watched 
the giant form of the black girl approach. 

To Flame’s pleased surprise, Ginger yelled at Tiny 
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to let the girl alone. “Yo’ stops yo’ diddlin’, yo’ lil’ black 
scut. Jes’ lak yer ma... ain't no diffrent.” 

While Ginger rolled about for a bit in the water to 
wash off the soap, Flame stood by the children. Tiny 
looked up at her owl-eyed, still patting obviously, and 
looking as though he expected all hell to break loose at 
any moment. And then he tried a sly grin, but it vanished 
when Flame ignored him. Missy sucked at her thumb and 
stared solemnly up at her. The child’s clear blue eyes 
were guileless and a smile hovered around the corners 
of her mouth. 

Ginger stood up and walked quickly out of the water 
toward them. There was a smile on her face, one incon- 
gruously mixed with contentment and excitement. She 
was a beautiful girl and as she splashed out of the water 
she looked positively radiant. She turned her beaming 
face on Flame. 

“Mormin’, Flame.” She took a large towel from the 
bushes and began to dry herself. She hummed and 
seemed, indeed, very, very happy. 

Flame scratched her head. She didn’t know what to 
make of it all. But it certainly was a welcome change. 
“Mornin’, Ginga,” she replied cheerfully. “Yo’ sho seems 
right gay taday,” watching as the girl wiped dry her 
glistening body before donning her only garment—the 
tattered old skirt. 

And then, holding her skirt in her hands, trailing it 
behind her, Ginger walked quickly to Flame. She stood 
very close to her and then sniffed and grinned. 

“Yo’ done had at least one buck las’ night. Sho kin 
smell him! Mmmmpfh!” A big, prolonged sniff of sensu- 
ous pleasure. 

Flame grinned back. “Ah did...ah did, all right... 
‘least one.” Then, suddenly, she clasped Ginger’s pretty, 
ovaled face between her large hands. “Yo’s a lil’ doll, 
Ginga. Sho glad yo’ ain't mad at me no mo’.” To her 
surprise, Ginger pressed her naked body close against 
her, then rose on tiptoe so that her bushy mound could 
touch Flame’s. She rubbed suggestively and then licked 
softly at Flame’s neck. 

“Kin pleasure yo’, too. Yo’ awantin’ me to. Laks it 
that way, too. Yo’s awful appealin’ ta me now.” She 
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rubbed her breasts and her groin against Flame volup- 
tuously and. licked her neck some more, then bent her 
head to touch the upper, swelling slopes of Flame’s great 
breasts. 

Flame shuddered from pleasure much to her amaze- 
ment. This was a new experience, and far from un- 
pleasant. She hesitated, 

But then Ginger pulled away and climbed into her 
skirt. “Yo’ does somethin’ fer me, ’n ah does somethin’ 
fer yo.” Her eyes shot up to Flame’s hopefully, and at 
the same time sexually challengingly. 

“Whut?” 

Ginger traced her fingertips over Flame’s nipples while 
she spoke. She was gentle, skillful, titillating. 

“Yo -takes care a the chillun a bit while ah goes ta 
mah Tommy again?” Her small fingers encircled part of 
one swelling globe and caressed the hot flesh. 

“Agin?” She was weakening under the subtle, butter- 
fly tracings of Ginger’s skilled fingers, but still she was 
stunned by the fact of the reunion. Yet, she felt no 
jealousy—rather, relief. 

“Ah had mah man agin las’ night. Has him agin now. 
Ah finds him out there easy ‘nuf.” She swept her arm up 
the riverbank. “’N then... mmmmmpfh!” She grabbed 
Flame’s buttocks and pulled her close, all the while rub- 
bing her pudenda against Flame’s. “Does it? Takes care 
a the chillun?” She paused, but still pressed tightly 
against the unresisting and rather bewitched Flame. 
“Watches out fo’ Tiny. He a skunk, he is!” she flashed. 
“Yo’ knows who he is, don’tcha?” 

“Ah—?” What was that supposed to mean? 

“Hmpth! He whut come a yo’ big ole Blaze fuckin’ 
Dolly, tha’s what!” 

Flame stood silent, shocked, hardly feeling the in- 
creasing, swirling pressure of Ginger’s body, nor the sly 
fingers creeping between their thighs, seeking. 

Ginger gave up, broke away and patted Flame’s belly. 
“Yo’ does it, ah knows. Yo’ laks me, yo’ duz.” She winked 
and. licked her lips with a long, wet and pink tongue 
while she met Flame’s clouded eyes boldly. 

“Ah...ah...” And Flame watched numbly as Ginger 
scampered away, deftly slipping into her skirt as she 
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ran. In a moment, she had vanished into the woods. 
Then there was a tug at Flame’s ankle. She looked down 
slowly, her mind still a maze of confusion. 

It was Missy, cherubic face smiling very sweetly. “We 
want to swim,” she said slowly, haltingly, the words ill- 
pronounced, widely-spaced, hardly understandable. 

Flame frowned, then looked at Tiny with her new 
eyes, those that saw the boy as he really was: Blaze and 
Dolly’s son. She didn’t know what to think. But now as 
she looked at him‘and saw the beginnings of a great 
body building and at the same time saw the sly and ma- 
licious Ilewdness on his face as he boldly stared at her 
body she became a believer. Well, she thought, Dolly 
had her Blaze, and I had her Tommy. She shrugged, but 
found the thought a gadfly. 


Dolly stood quietly in the shadow of the cypress, 
watching. Her face was set in hard lines and the light 
in her eyes boded no good for those splashing so happily 
in the water. 

Her eyes darted about, sought. She ran to a nearby 
clump of willows and scrabbled through them until her 
fat fingers curled about the slim stalk that would be just 
right. She twisted and twirled the tough green wood 
until it finally ripped. Then, methodically, while her 
eyes—cold and clear now oncé more watched the cavort- 
ing trio in the shallows, she stripped the lower branches 
and twigs from her switch. Finished, she swished it about 
experimentally. Finel 

Then, with the willow switch in plain view, she walked 
quickly down to the water’s edge. She said nothing, but 
in a moment, when they—Flame, Missy, and Tiny—had 
seen her, she crooked her finger for them to come out. In 
her left hand, the switch moved restlessly, seemingly 
alive and hungry for the raw flesh it was sure to get. 

Holding the hand of each child, Flame slowly rose 
to her feet. Her eyes bored into Dolly’s with a chal- 
lenging stare as she gradually led the children to the 
shore. She saw the grim determination set in knotted 
bunches around the corners of Dolly’s small mouth, and 
the grubby white fist clenched so tightly about the length 
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of green willow. Damned if she would let these innocent 
children be whipped! 

She continued to walk, but held each child back at 
arm's length, thrusting forward her own large body as 
an offering for Dolly's malice. 

“Ain’t done nuthin’, they ain't,” she said softly, but 
with a determined firmness she knew Dolly would readily 
comprehend. “Jes’ a teachin’ the chillun ta swim in the 
shallows. They loves it, they does. Ain’t that so?” She 
turned her head quickly to each child, smiled to, reassure 
them and increased the pressure of her hands on theirs. 

Missy smiled back at her and laughed happily. She 
scooped up a handful of water and splashed it at Tiny. 
It hit him flush in the face, but it was doubtful that 
he felt it at all. His eyes were riveted on the switch and 
what he knew was coming. He knew quite well that 
neither of them were allowed in the water because they 
couldn't swim and also because of the not-too-remote 
chance of a cruising alligator moving in on them. Right 
now, he thought he would have a better chance with the 
alligator. He held back, dragging his feet as though they 
were lead. 

And then they were there, out of the water. 

Flame waited, still holding each small hand in each of 
her own huge ones. 

Dolly smiled grimly, not in the least bit awed by the 
size of Flame, or Flame’s evident determination to pro- 
tect the children. She flicked out the switch lightly, 
snapping it across Flame’s wet breasts. 

“Drops they han’s. Now!” Snap! went the switch, cut- 
ting painfully across Flame’s nipples once more. Dolly 
well knew how to hurt a woman. And then, without 
turning her head, she snapped out quite loudly, “Mary! 
Yo’", Cuffee!” 

They came down the bank from where they had been 
standing, waiting, for her command. Cuffee looked wor- 
ried, quite unwilling, his big, bony hands twitching nerv- 
ously, Not so with Mary. Her jet-black face was agleam 
with lustful pleasure, sadistically so. 

Flame’s eyes dropped. Her hands relaxed on the chil- 
dren’s. She stared moodily down at Dolly’s bare feet— 
dirty, calloused, nails large, dirty, ragged, uncut, ugly. 
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And then she wondered if Ginger had been a part of it 
all. Had she? Did it matter? 

Dolly’s voice snipped out once more. “Takes her up 
ta the tree. Gits her ready. Ah be’s up in a minit. She 
oughta be knowin’ the brats aint “lowed in the water. 
Fixes her we does.” 

And Flame simply stood waiting, listless. What was the 
use of it allP She had asked for it from the very begin- 
ning, She knew it now as she saw with dull and uncaring 
eyes the light switch, with its leafed and forked end—so 
like the tongue of a striking serpent—come leaping out at 
her once more. A slashing twinge of pain on her crotch 
and that was all... for now. 

She let them lead her up the bank and through the tall 
grass. Behind her, she heard the shrill voice of Dolly 
lashing out at the children, scolding them, then heard 
the whishing sound of the switch whistling through the 
air, then heard the inordinate yowl of pain from Tiny. A 
sudden girlish whimper, then a muffled sobbing was the 
next she heard. 

She tensed, then suddenly stopped. Anger flashed 
through her blindly. Mary’s hands, both on one of her 
wrists, tightened, twisted hard: 

“Git!” 

Cuffee’s grip was bone-hard, but not cruel. He whis- 
pered ever so quietly. “Goes on. Goes ahaid. She ain’t 
whuppin’ no mo’. She awaitin’ fer yo.” He hesitated, 
then, “Hopes yo’ kin take it, Flame. She jes’ soon cuts the 
meat right offn yer bones ’s look at ya...rather, ah 
thinks.” 


She was tied to the heavy low branch of the whipping 
tree. The tree was a mammoth live oak, long since 
stripped of its ghostly, gray streamers and festoons of 
moss, except in the uppermost reaches where they hung 
as tattered ensigns, pale and filmy against the blue 
brightness of the Carolina sky. 

She was ‘cinched securely after much huffing, puffing, 
and hauling by Cuffee who straddled the limb, so that 
her toes just touched the ground... just, but not enough 
to support her weight. 

She felt Cuffee’s last squeeze on her hand and his 
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soft whisper close to her head while he checked the 
knots was hardly audible. “Kin pull a Blaze. Kin faint 
soon’s yo’ wants. She alikin’ “em awake, kickin’ *n yowlin’.” 

She shook her head. Stretched as she was, so vulner- 
able, so helpless, she felt the true masochist. She wanted 
to be punished. It was time. 

Mary came running from the house with the whip. She 
ran up to Flame and walked around her in a perfect 
fit of glee. She prodded Flame’s breasts, her belly, poked 
her crotch with the butt of the whip, then walked around 
her once more, fairly smacking her lips. She slapped 
each taut black buttock smartly, then came around once 
more to face Flame. She didn’t look at her, however. She 
watched Cuffee closely as he scampered back down 
the tree. 

“Ah gits some cuts!” she told him excitedly. 

He stared at her in disbelief. “Wenches don’t whup. 
Whut yo’ talkin’ “bout?” 

Mary smiled in superior fashion. “Oh yes, ah does. 
Mah Dolly done promised me.” 

He mocked her with a sour face. “Mah Dolly, huh? 
Hmmpth!” 

She bristled and came close to him, with her back to 
Flame. “Shet yo’ ugly face, wuthless, ’n lissens. Yo’ cop- 
erates—whups her real good—n yo’ gits it.” She smiled 
savagely sweet. “Ah does, too, ah thinks.” 

His eyebrows raised. “Huh?” 

She prodded his groin with the butt of the whip. “Yo 
gonna git that white meat finally. Ah done made a bah- 
gain wif her.” She snickered lewdly. “Maybe she jes’ 
lets yo’ eat her, but ah knows tha’s all what yo’ prob’ly 
wants, ‘n she awantin’ yo’ tongue pow ful bad fer a long 
time. Done tole her whut a expert yo’ is.” She smirked 
and prodded him once more, pushing firmly against his 
aroused flesh. 

Still, he frowned. “Hecta?” 

She snorted her derision. “She a tired a him right 
now... wantin’ yo’. Whut yo’ think a that, huh?” She 
grinned triumphantly and prodded his full erection again. 

And still he frowned. His face clouded with suspicion. 
aN yor 

She laughed gaily, and twirled away from him, taking 
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a light cut across Flame’s breasts as she did so. Then she 
whirled back to him. She leaned full-length against him, 
rubbed her sinuous body against his. 

“Ah gits—,” she laughed and giggled as she pressed 
against him. Finally, when she could control herself she 
whispered vehemently, “Ah gits her Tommy, tha’s what, 
’n whol” 

He snorted. “What he a wantin’ yo’ fer?” He glared 
down at her, contempt clearly visible in his face. 

She wasn’t perturbed in the least. She poked him in 
the stomach with her finger, pushing in hard with each 
clipped word that followed. “He awantin’ me ‘cause I's 
the blackest bitch on the Swamp. He awantin’ ta wallow 
in me. ’N he sho willl” She howled with glee now. “Jes’ 
how ah makes him. He does jes’ whut ah wants, ’n not a 
damn thing mo’. Aint nuthin’ bettah ah thinks than 
havin’ a white man crouched atween mah legs while ah 
hol’s down his haid ’n feeds it ta him!” She roared with 
laughter and whirled by Flame again. The whip cracked 
out and laid open a raw red welt on Flame’s broad back. 

Cuffee winced at the sight. He made a move to stop 
her until he saw Dolly come stalking up the hill, the 
switch still in her hands. He saw her completely naked 
in his mind’s eyes then—her fat, full and shining white 
rump, plump belly and thighs and big, red-nippled 
breasts. He began to shake and he stared at her as though 
in a trance—which he was. 

Dolly walked straight to him, a crafty smile on her 
face. Out of the corner of her mouth, she said to the 
dancing Mary, “See yo’ done tole him, huh?” Her eyes 
were on the bulging front of Cuffee’s pants now. 

Mary laughed. “Sho’ did. Ate it up, he did. He a piece 
a black mud fo’ yo’ to play wif now. Ah’ll whup this big 
black slut a bit ifn yo wants ta diddle wif him a 
minit.” 

Dolly nodded quickly, and she wasted no time at all. 
She yanked loose Cuffee’s trousers and watched with 
shaking lips as they fell to the ground. 

There he stood, stark-naked, his pants clinging to 
his ankles like loose chains of cloth, his tall, lean and 
black body trembling with excitement. His penis stuck 
out like the limb of a tree of ebony, and just as hard. 
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He shook from head to foot and looked as though he 
might even faint. 

“Mmmpfh!” Her eyes glowed as she moved close to 
him, just touching her clothing to his bare skin. She 
looked up into his eyes with admiration—as though he 
were a prize bull, an animal on display . . . and for 
human use. 

Then both her hands snaked out to his crotch and 
felt him all over. She began to breathe very heavily and 
her hands to squeeze and fondle roughly. She saw 
his eyes dart down the front of the gaping neck of her 
tattered dress. 

“Yo’ laks mah big white titties?” she gigled. “Yo’ gits 
em right soon, sucks “em good. ’N that ain’t all.” She 
now pushed hard with her groin against his straining 
penis. Then, suddenly, she bent and swooped the black 
length of him into her mouth. 

He rose on tiptoe, moaned and clawed at her hair. 
“Dolly ... Dolly,” he groaned, 

She let him go quickly, stood up at full length, then 
hauled off and slapped his face viciously. “Don’tcha Dolly 
me! Ah’s yo’ mistress. Don’t yo’ neva fergits it! Now gits 
them britches back on ’n takes the meat offn that dirty 
black slut!” 

The dirty black slut shut her eyes as she saw the fro- 
zen face of Cuffee turn toward her, and as she saw the 
big black hand close about the whip. She knew from 
the lust-crazed expression on his face that he had for- 
gotten entirely what he had said but moments ago... 
that he would take it easy on her. 

Out of nowhere, the livid, jolting streaks of searing, 
biting, burning fire flayed her skin, ate it up, cut deep 
and hard—so hard that her body jerked convulsively. She 
kept her eyes shut, tried to think of nothing, nothing 
at all. It didn’t work. The pain became worse suddenly 
as the knifing slash welted across her lower belly where 
the skin was soft and tender. 

She squeezed shut her eyes, screwed them tightly. 
From her lips, came the one word, “Blaze.” A hope for- 
lorn, but all she knew. She could feel the merciful welling 
blackness swoop down upon her. And then she numbly 
felt her body slacken. 


> 
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“Stops! Kills her, idjit!” Dolly screamed at the crazed 
Cuffee. She grabbed his arm and just stopped the next 
slash aimed at Flame’s face. 

He shook his head groggily and let his arms fall limp. 
As Dolly took the whip from his lifeless hands his eyes 
met Flame’s, now slowly opening. 

She nodded faintly. She understood. Even smiled 
wanly, at which Dolly fumed. 

“Me ’n yo’ now, Mary. Cuffee, gits up ta mah room, 
washes yo’ stinkin’ body and gits ready. Be’s thea soon. 
Git!” She slapped at him hard with the whip, but missed 
as he bolted and ran like the wild wind to the big house. 

Dolly had one good crack at Flame, opening an ugly 
welt across her back so that the blood oozed out freely 
when there was a sudden and unexpected shout of anger, 
then the rapid thud of running. feet. 

It was Tommy, charging in full-tilt from the woods. 
A flash of brown skin behind him that quickly faded 
back and then was gone showed that Ginger had no mind 
for such a scene. 

He flew directly to Flame and stared at her mutilated 
body in horror. “My God! Oh, my God!” he moaned. 
Then, slowly, he turned and walked zombie-like toward 
his wife. 

She shrank back. Never had she seen him so angry, 
but still she was bold. She held the whip ready. 

“Don’tcha touch me! Keeps away! Ahill...ah’ll...” 
She started to swing the whip at his face. 

She was too slow. He too agile, quick. He ducked and 
wrenched it from her hand and threw it away as hard as 
he could. And almost with the same motion he whirled 
and slapped her across the face so hard that she tumbled 
backward, tripped, and fell heavily on her back. 

He stood over her, glaring like a wild animal, the 
hatred that he had bottled up so long suddenly sizzling 
out. He shook his fist at her and stuttered incoherently. 

And she wisely said nothing, simply looked forlom 
and wounded, both in body and soul, and inwardly felt 
a wrath much stronger than his. She whimpered, rolled 
over as though in great pain and slowly got to her feet. 
She looked at him as woebegone as a waif cast adrift 
and starving on the cobbled hard streets of some merci- 
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less metropolis. She managed two tears—one for each eye 
—before she turned, with head bowed, and slowly 
trudged back to the big house... and Cuffee. 

Ginger came running up then, now that it was safe. 
She was all sorrow for the beaten Flame, truthfully so. 
After Tommy had slashed the ropes and the two of them 
had carefully held her bleeding body until she could 
stand alone, Ginger whispered to him, “Ah takes her 
down ta the river. Washes n comfo’ts her. Needs a 
woman's touch now,” she added softly. 

Tommy nodded numbly, then watched silently as the 
two—Flame leaning slightly on the small figure of 
Ginger—moved off down to the water. He sighed and 
simply stared at the tree, then the ground where her feet 
had thrashed, and where he could see blackly staining 
the grass the bright drops of her blood. 

He never looked toward the big house. Listlessly, his 
anger having subsided, he walked aimlessly across the 
field, heading back toward the woods. He sighed from 
time to time, quite loudly, as though ‘still unconsciously 
attempting to relieve himself of anger, tension, and the 
feeling of aloneness and desolation that had once more 
stolen over him. 

Mary was waiting—in the grove where she knew he 
took Ginger and the others. She knew he would come 
there, would be lonely...and vulnerable. Weill—! 

And: she smiled craftily as she slipped out of her 
skirt, then leaned back against the bole of the big shaggy 
tree. It was a black tree, but she was blacker yet, almost 
as though she were part of the tree itself—a growth... 
sinuous, shining, gleaming, spotlighted by the yellow- 
white shaft of sun piercing down through the lofty- 
topped pines. 

' She hadn’t long to wait. Head down, scuffing his boots 
through the thick brown carpet of pine needles he am- 
bled into the grove. 

She heard him sigh and saw with sadistic pleasure, and 
an inward shrilling of triumph in her cunning and venge- 
ful mind, the slump of his shoulders and the limp sway 
of his arms at his sides. She readied herself. She slipped 
down. a foot on the tree, spread very wide her full black 
thighs and thrust out her groin. 
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“Psst!” 

He jerked up his head and stared at her. For a moment, 
he looked as though he might run. This was no volup- 
tuous, pleasuring Ginger, or Flame. No, not at all. The 
dark and gleaming female shape seemed spawned out 
of the very earth itself, an ebony succubus, the eternal 
conquering female, seemingly pleasuring the male, but 
in reality consuming, devouring, assimilating, rendering 
helpless and vulnerable those of sensitive and passionate 
nature. 

Her eyes flashed like bits of broken mica. Her nostrils 
flared sensuously. Her full red lips were dead-ripe, lush, 
deadly-inviting. Her heavy and pendulous breasts surged 
up and toward him, swaying fruit-like as she moved 
her body for him. Her hands slid fanlike down her belly 
and her tapered fingers—stroking, sliding—pointed toward 
her desire... and his. 

He nodded, completely under her command. A childish 
smile crept over his face as he walked to her, and with- 
out further ado, knelt between her legs. His hands slid 
eagerly behind her hard, sphered buttocks, then he 
pulled her loins to his face. 

She began to laugh. She giggled and chortled and 
chuckled. True, the delicious sensuous kissing and 
tonguing was very, very good—brought her loins to a 
flaming pitch of pleasure—but it was the other that 
made her heart sing out. She had him now! White man! 
Ruler of the world, the Swamp, and her! On his knees, 
and paying his true homage! 

“Ahhh!” She twisted her hands in his long hair, her 
long black fingers twining, encircling Medusa-like. She 
pulled his pale pink and white face against her black, 
black, sweating, redolent, pungent flesh, then churned 
Hee hips as though to drive him deep into her insatiable 

ody. 

“Ahhh!” She clamped her strong wet thighs about his 
head and suddenly smothered him with her flesh. 


“Gits in heah, Cuffeel Now! Ah’ ready, ’n tired a 
waitin!” 
Cuffee, stark-naked, well-washed, scrubbed, erection 
complete and burning like a great fire—like the blaze in 
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his flaming brain—strode quickly from the room into the 
kitchen. He stopped at the door and his mouth fell open 
in shock. The sudden pounding of his heart was almost 
too much for him. 

She lay full-length, flat-out on the tabletop, her dress 
up to her neck, and her legs wide-spread, held up and 
wide apart by her hands straining at her ankles. 

Through the fat white V of her lush thighs, and over 
the curling blond thatch and quite visible pink flesh be- 
tween, he saw her flushed and excited face smiling 
lecherously, waiting for him. 

“Come on, niggah! Gits ta work! Eats mel” 

He rushed at her like a man gone mad and plunged 
his head between the redolent, heady sweetness of her 
plump legs. 


'“Tes’ yo’ lies still, Thea.” Ginger crouched over Flame’s 
back and gently splashed the tepid river water over her 
wounds. 

With her right arm curled under her face, Flame just 
kept her head out of the water. She still hurt, ached, 
pained, and smarted all over, as though a hive of bees 
had broken loose and stung her from head to bottom. 
But, gradually, it was getting easier to take, the bite 
of the pain subsiding to a generalized numbness. The sun 
on her back was very hot, but felt good. The splashing 
water and Ginger’s soft hands and constant soothing 
chatter made her drowsy now. She felt quite peaceful. 
She had come through the ordeal, and nothing had been 
broken, permanently injured, as-far as she knew—despite 
Cuffee’s inflamed passion. She ‘didn’t blame him. She 
knew whom to blame. Anger flared brightly and scarlet- 
tinged for a moment when she remembered the shrewish 
and fat face of Dolly. But then, as Ginger talked on and 
on—about nothing at all—and as she, herself, wriggled 
deeper into the.soft and moulding sand, the waves of 
anger ebbed. 

She must have slept. The sun felt hot on her breasts 
and stomach, and the brightness pained her eyelids. 
She slitted them open and found that she was lying on 
her back, still in the very shallow water. She sighed and 
swung one arm over her eyes to shield out the blazing 
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sun. The water still splashed gently upon her skin, and 
Ginger had something greasy in her hands with which 
she massaged Flame’s body. 

“Feels good?” Ginger whispered softly. 

Flame felt the touch of the girl’s lips on her own... 
a gentle and loving caress, soooo tender. She smiled and 
yawned—answer enough. Sleep nearly stole upon her 
again until she felt the stroking fingers and gentle fingers 
becoming more subtle, gentle, caressing, then quite more 
intimate. Her thighs tensed as Ginger touched her lips to 
the swelling, hirsute mound of her pudenda. Eroticism 
played its fancies immediately. She could pretend it was 
a man, couldn’t she? Pretend it was... heP Where was 
he now? Out roaming the woods again, bemoaning 
his lost love? She sighed, then jerked as she felt Ginger’s 
fingers part the lips of her flesh. She almost sprang up- 
right as she felt the hot mouth and searching tongue 
begin their work. 

Ginger’s voice was muffled, cooing-soft. “Loves yo’, ah 
does. Yo’ body’s so purrrty. . . .” Her hands traced scintil- 
lating, titillating waves of voluptuous sensation over 
Flame’s skin, her breasts and rigid nipples, then over 
her heaving stomach, then back to search deep, to help 
hasten her oral devotion. 

Flame’s arm swept hard over her eyes, crushing down 
so that the brilliant colored lights in her brain became 
one with the exquisite pleasure coursing through her 
entire body. 

And yet, why... why couldn't it be Blaze? His gigantic 
figure with its plates of gleaming steel for muscle, the 
rugged, beaked, yet handsome face, and those terrible 
burning, hurting and haunting eyes rose up in her mind 
like a Colossus! 
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CHAPTER TEN 


That Colossus sat like a black sphinx carved of onyx 
on the front step of the big house from shortly after day- 
break until now—the zenith of the sun which beat 
directly down upon his naked body. No white—neither 
Tommy nor Dolly—had as yet been seen that day. 

Those blacks that passed rolled their eyes, glanced 
furtively at him as he sat so stolidly, waiting for some- 
thing. His figure was so immense and so still that he 
seemed more demi-god carved of stone than the black 
one—with flowing blood, beating heart, and a brain 
cast in rigidity—that he really was. 

All night he had walked, through the woods, through 
and past familiar haunts. One over-eager and wandering 
Indian buck lay dead on the river bank, his sightless eyes 
perhaps still reflecting the folly he had committed. He 
had recognized Blaze and had attempted, at musket- 
point, to take him back to the Swamp. The musket was 
gone from his hands and the barrel crushed into his skull 
before he could blink his eyes. 

And while Blaze had wandered—no destination, save 
that he knew he would return to .. . had to—he thought 
of many things: the years lost, gone, buried forever, and 
he, like Flame—and at times like young Tommy—had felt 
the leaden shroud of desolation heavy on his shoulders. 
Try as he would, he could not shake it off. 

And now, still, he brooded, staring, seeing nothing, 
weighted down by yet another thing: a thing which 
must burst out to make him a whole man again, even if 
it cost him the supreme penalty. The last thought 
caused a grim chuckle. A certain German perhaps already 
had that sort of penalty in mind. 

_ Dolly lolled back in the open doorway. She had just 

risen from her bed, slept like the proverbial babe the 

night before. She had slept alone also; Cuffee, having 
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quite satisfied her sensual, debased cravings, had been 
booted out early. Hector sulked, and, fortified by wine 
he filched to soothe his wounded ego, then fell upon 
the floor into a drunken stupor, where he still lay, 
sprawled out before the great stone fireplace. Of Tommy, 
there was still no sign, but Dolly was too drugged with 
sleep to even think of him. She had dismissed last night’s 
episode quite casually. She was very sure of herself with 
him...the spineless worml 

On the upper floor, in the room over Dolly’s, Missy 
played quietly. She sat very still in the small rocker that 
her father had built for her. In her lap was a doll... 
rag, stuffed with dried moss. The face was garish, gro- 
tesque, but not to her. She, herself, had splashed the 
homemade paint upon it, was very pleased with the 
bright clash of color. . 

From time to time, when she wasn’t gazing absently 
out the unshuttered, unglazed window at the vast green 
sweep of fields and the black dots moving about like 
tiny bugs, she would slowly and solemnly let her gaze 
wander to the figure of the woman stretched out full on 
her back on the large bed. It was hours-since Missy had 
awakened, and still the long, full figure of Flame lay 
quiet... quiet, save for the steady, sure sound of 
her breathing, the regular rise and fall of her great 
breasts. 

Outside, the dinner gong sounded. Shouts of glee, re- 
lief, followed it. Flame stirred, half-rolled on the bed. 
She groaned at the pain. It seemed as though she had 
been rolled down a hill of spikes, each one needle-sharp, 
and driven clear through her. Vaguely, she remembered 
Ginger, and then Ginger leading her to the house, and 
quietly up the ladder to the room. She remembered, too, 
with a tingling warmth which surprised her, the touch of 
Ginger’s lips upon her own, then the cuddling-close of the 
sleeping Missy, then the whisper of Ginger’s voice: 

“Ah goes back ta him,. now. Knows whar he allus 
is...mah Tommy.” She sighed, and then in a moment, 
Flame felt the warmth of Ginger’s hand cover one of her 
breasts. Ginger kissed the rising swell of flesh around her 
hand and then whispered once more. Her voice was now 
hesitant. 
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“Blaze...uh...uh. Knows how yo’ feels, ah does, 
but thinkin’ yo’s bettah thinkin’ *bout somethin’ else.” A 
pause, and then she said it. “He done fer. End of the 
road fer him... no matter what, ’n ain’t no sense yo’ 
walkin’ that road wif him.” She waited for Flame’s 
answer, and waited, and waited. Finally, she shrugged, 
patted Flame’s cheek, then slipped silently out of the 
room. 

And now, Flame’s eyes met those of Missy. The big 
blue eyes, the wreath of golden curls, the thumb in the 
mouth, and the doll still held so tightly. She felt the 
sudden warmth of maternal affection lull over her. 

“’S late,” she said softly. “Hongry? Yo’ et yet?” 

Missy shook her head. “Mama’s down there.” She held 
the doll even tighter and sucked very hard on her thumb. 

When Flame saw the lines of fear crease the clear 
skin she got up quickly and went to the girl. She kissed 
the ‘child’s forehead, to smooth out the wrinkles of 
worry. “We plays a game. Ah be yo’ mommy, heh?” But 
then she bent way down to whisper in Missy’s ear. “Don’t 
be a tellin’ nobody—nobody ’t all. It'll be our secret. 
Right?” 

Missy giggled. Out came the thumb. Her arms let 
go of the doll and she took one of Flame’s hands in her 
own. She scooted out of her chair and pulled hard at the 
big black hand. 

“C’mon, Mommy. We eats?” 

Together, they slipped down the steep ladder to the 
floor below, Flame holding the laughing Missy on her 
shoulder. And how would Dolly take it? Flame didn’t 
know. Most any way, she supposed. Dolly was the unpre- 
dictable. Unexpected things, deceitful things, sudden 
things. She sensed a climax... . 

When she turned slowly from the ladder, ready for 
most anything, it was first to see Hector on the floor, 
still snoring loudly. Then, through the open door, she 
saw the figures of Dolly, of Tommy, of Blaze. Dolly was 
talking, not angrily, or spitefully. Her voice seemed soft, 
contrite, and while one arm encircled Tommy’s waist, her 
other hand was on Blaze’s shoulder. Occasionally, Tommy 
would start to talk, apparently objecting, but Dolly’s 
voice rose above his, dominated. Both her hands were 
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busy, one rubbing Tommy’s back gently, patting—the 
other, curving over and around the great bunch of 
muscle that covered Blaze’s great shoulder. 

“Eat, Mommy?” Missy tugged Flame toward the 
kitchen. 

Flame rushed with her to the kitchen, sat the child at 
the table, poured her out a glass of milk, found some 
bread and honey and set it beside the milk. 

“Eat, honey. Ah7l be back in a minute.” And then she 
dashed to the edge of the doorway and, hidden in the 
shadow, listened closely, intently, to the talk outside. 

Dolly was very persuasive. She insinuated herself be- 
tween the two men and pulled each one close to her 
body. 

“Ah insists, Tom-boy. Yo’ caint be ahavin’ our Blaze 
run ‘roun’ loose the way he bin. Gotta keep him in the 
house evra night. Eitha ties him up er gits his word a 
honor.” She laughed as she saw Tommy about to speak 
again. She shushed him with a kiss on the cheek, and, 
“Yo’s thinkin’ ah be atakin’ him ta bed wif me evra night, 
er somethin?” She giggled. “Pshaw. Yo’s mah husban’, 
gonna take me ta Charles Town ’n git us real married 
pretty soon.” Her voice became soothing, promising, and 
just, ever-so-faintly, lecherous. “Flame’s in the house 
evra night, lak Ginga was.” Then, “Yo’s free—allus was 
—ta wanda “bout the house at night...case yo’ gits 
hongry.” Her hand slipped boldly inside of Tommy’s 
pants and began to slide about. “Yo eva_seed sech a pair 
a titties, Tom? Mah! Caint blame a man fer wantin’ a bit 
a that,” she sighed. Her hand found what it had sought 
eee she squeezed, then slid her fingers back and 
forth. 

Tommy jerked, but he didn’t pull away. He found his 
voice in a moment. “But there’s no hurry “bout tellin’ Von 
Schloss. He'll be up next month maybe, ta check on the 
Swamp. He a wantin’ a good crop a evrathin’, every time. 
Well, he kin git him then ah supposes.” 

She shook her head. “He a runaway. Ought ta be brung 
in soon’s possible. Now, Tom,” her hand slowing but 
still holding him tightly, “yo’ knows it. Yo’ be footloose 
in Charles Town. Fires yo’ as boss at the Swamp. How 
yo’ lak that? Thea goes yo’ plans fer yer own plantation 
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some day. Hmmpfh! “Sides, ole Blaze prob’bly gits 
whupped a bit, but he too valuable ta kill, Tha’s whut 
yo’s afeard a, ah knows. He still a big stud, biggest bull 
in Caroliny. Wuth too much money. Wenches all real 
crazy-lak ta git him.” And the true wench in her licked 
her lips and felt her heart pound as she looked down 
the great black chest into the lap and the mammoth 
thighs lying slackly open, so that his limp but still huge 
phallus was plainly visible to her. 

Flame suddenly slipped against the door and Dolly 
turned her head slightly. Her eyes flicked toward the 
door and the now-visible Flame. She squeezed Tommy 
again. “Hey. Looka that. That big-titted wench a yer 
awake now. C’mere, Flame gal,” she called out. 

Relieved, but alert and suspicious, Flame walked 
slowly toward the trio. She stood slightly off to one side, 
quite unsure of herself. Her eyes held Dolly’s for a mo- 
ment, tried to read them, but found nothing. Inevitably, 
she glanced at Tommy and was rewarded with rather a 
feeble grin. She smiled back because she liked him, and 
felt sorry for him. She wished and wished that he would 
assert himself. And then, of course, her head turned to 
look into Blaze’s face. He stared at her, but seemed not 
to see her at all. 

Dolly smiled fondly at Flame. “Yo’ sho looks mighty 
scrumptuous this mo’nin, Flame gal. Techin’ up yo got 
las’ night ain’t bothered yo’ a bit, eh?” 

Flame snorted to herself. The bitch. Aloud, she said, 
“No, Miss Dolly. Fine, ah is. Kin take it, ah kin, Ah, 
Missy in the kitchen, a eatin’. Whut yo’ wants me do 
when she through?” She could play the game also, but 
it was becoming increasingly difficult. 

Dolly laughed. “Yo’ takes Blaze in n feeds him, ’n yo’ 
se, a course. Then yo’ both takes it kinda easy. Goes 
down ta the riva wif Missy. No swimmin’ fer her, though. 
Yo members that, ah ’spects.” She pushed Blaze away 
and snaked her hand out of Tommy’s pants. She took 
his hand firmly and started into the house. “Tom ’n me, 
we got some ta talk bout. Yo’ goes right ahaid now, and 
...uh...maybe Blaze he lak ta see that Tiny. Thinkin’ 
yo knows why.” She smirked and winked at Flame. 
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“He a raunchy lil bastard!” Blaze laughed. He held 
Tiny high up in the air above his head and with a quick 
jerk flipped him way above his head. The boy shrieked 
with laughter, then gasped as it seemed as though Blaze 
wouldn't catch him. At the last-moment—just before it 
seemed he must crash to the ground headlong—one 
brawny arm flashed out and scooped up the boy. Blaze 
set him on his feet, put his big hands on the boy’s shoul- 
ders and looked at him closely. He grinned in pleasure 
at the span of the boy’s big frame. He liked the devilish 
sparkle of the boy’s eyes, and saw not the resemblance 
to the mother—not at all. Sol This boy was his! Pride 
filled his chest and, unconsciously, his big hands sank 
deep into the boy’s flesh. When Tiny winced and shrank 
away from the relentless pressure, Blaze felt the warning 
hand of Flame on his flank. 

“Yo’s a bit rough, Blaze. He a kid, yet. Busts him, yo’ 
does.” She had told Blaze—and with a bit of sullenness 
she could not repress—that Tiny was his and Dolly’s. 
She knew that she was jealous, wished suddenly that she 
were carrying his child. Perhaps she was.... That 
thought made her feel better. If it only could be so! So 
far, she had ample opportunity to carry the child of sev- 
eral, but the results were barren. She began to shake 
: she thought of it and her hand on his flesh trem- 

led, 

He turned to her curiously. “Yo’s cold, Flame?” 

She shook her head. “Le’s walk. Kids kin foller us, 
jes’ up inta the field whar is all the purty flowers. C’mon, 
Missy,” she told the hopping girl playing some little 
game of her own, dancing over the hot sand of the 
beach. 

He nodded as he looked at her solemn face. He shut his 
eyes for a moment to blot out the face of another. It 
persisted, yet it seemed that he had to struggle, and that 
he saw now the face of Flame, with her begging eyes, 
yearning, wanting to communicate... and more. His eyes 
opened and he smiled. He took her hand and motioned 
for the children to follow. 

Head-deep in the waving tall grass and daisies, they 
sat. A breeze sang through the field, played over them 
gently, cooling their sweating bodies, spurring the chil- 
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dren to run about and shout in glee, chasing each other, 
rolling, tumbling, having a wonderful time. 

And just as she wondered if she should take the 
initiative, she felt herself pulled into his arms and held 
tightly. He said nothing and she couldn't see his face. 
She lay her face on his chest and felt the quick hard 
beating of his heart. Her own heart began to race then 
and she burrowed her face hard against him. It was just 
a moment they had, with their arms tight about each 
other, Flame cradled deep and rocked gently and feeling 
oh, so at peace with the world, conscious only of the 
man who was holding her. 

“Heah!” 

They both sprang upright, looking in the direction of 
the voice. They didn’t need to see to know who it was. 
There she stood, but not looking at them. Arms on hips, 
and staring down at the grass, was Dolly, some feet away 
from them. 

“Ah'll go,” Blaze muttered. He started to rise. 

Flame held him down quickly as she saw the visible 
state of his excitement. His penis was ramming straight 
up, hard, thick, seeming ready to burst. “Bettah not,” 
she hissed. “She sees yo’ lak that, she gets madder’n hell. 
Thinks we been doin’ it, ’stead a watchin’ the kids.” 

He gave her a wry look and pushed her back down 
gently, but with a firmness over which she had no con- 
trol. He stood up and looked down at her. He grabbed 
his hard penis and shook it in the general direction of 
Dolly. “Tha’s me,” he said bitterly. “Tha’s all ah is. Ain’t 
yo a knowin’ it yet. She does!” 

Flame rose to a crouch, peering through the thick 
grass, as Blaze strode toward Dolly. She saw him quickly 
place his big black hands on Dolly’s shoulders and then 
push himself against her. Flame swore and it was all 
she could do to keep from leaping to her feet and run- 
ning at them. What was he going to do? Was he crazy? 
Was heP 

Dolly held still for a moment, then Flame heard her 
shrill voice berating the children down below her in the 
grass. Dolly wrenched free one hand and down came the 
willow switch again and again. She seemed insensate 
with rage and struck so often and so viciously that finally 
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Blaze wrenched the stick from her hands and threw it 
away. 

She whirled on him, her face ablaze with fury. She 
shook her fist at him. “Yo’ sees whut they bin a doin’. 
Fuckin’, they wuz. Tha’s whut!” 

The children took advantage of her momentary wrath 
cast upon Blaze and wriggled through the grass like 
young snakes. Flame watched with amazement as the 
two of them went with lightning speed until they were 
at the edge of the field. Then she saw them scoot to their 
feet and run like rabbits into the woods. 

Blaze towered over the irate Dolly and stroked her 
face with masterful control. “That boy a ours, Dolly- 
girl, he sure a raunchy one, ’n not hardly five years old. 
Yo’s knows bettah. Caint get a hard-on so young. Jes’ kid 
stuff. Yo’ knows. Ah ain't tole him ah his pappy. Jes 
couldn’t do it somehow.” He held her flushed face with 
his hands and pushed his body against her front. 

Still, Dolly was mad. She sputtered and fumed, and 
then, “Why, he a tryin’ ta git her ta suck him off. Dirty 
little tramps!” 

Blaze laughed and his hands left her face to seize her 
plump breasts. He rolled them in his hands and still 
prodded her with his hard penis. “He bin a watchin’ 
bucks ’n wenches doin’ it all the time, ah ’spects. So...” 
He shrugged. He pushed down on her head so that her 
face was pressed hard against his chest. “They ain't a 
heah now. Ain’t nobody, but you ’n me. That Flame... 
she done run off ta the woods ah thinks. "Feared a yo’, she 
is. Caint says ah blames her.” He shook his head in won- 
der at Dolly’s supposed hold over Flame, or over any- 
one else, : 

Flame gritted her teeth at the remark. At the moment, 
she would like nothing better than to tear off one of 
Dolly’s arms and beat her over the head with it. Instead, 
she watched curiously, then with a mixture of excite- 
ment and triumph that-surprised herself, as Blaze sud- 
denly shoved Dolly down to her knees in front of him. 

“Lak ah said,” he muttered, ain’t nobody "round. Les’ 
see jes how good yo’ is. See ifn yo’ fo’got how ta do it 
—which ah doubts. Go on!” He grabbed her hair and 
forced her head to his groin. “Yo’ a wantin’ this big black 
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hunk a meat all ta yerse’f, *n now yo’ got it! Chews it 
good!” 

Flame gulped and rose to her feet slowly, wanting to 
see, and wanting not to, perhaps wanting to run. She 
watched as Blaze released his hands and clasped his 
arms before his chest. She could see Dolly squatting be- 
fore him, her hands holding and caressing the hard 
length of him, and then her head moving in on him. 
Flame sputtered loudly as Dolly began to work her 
mouth on his flesh. Blaze whirled his head and snapped 
his finger to his lips in warning. He grinned at her and 
shrugged, then he waved for her to leave, nodding his 
head as though to show her that all was under control 
—at least for now. 

Doily was oblivious of the goings-on. All she knew was 
the sight, the feel, the smell, the taste, of the tremendous 
black man she was worshipping. Her mind was aflame 
with pure passion and she waited eagerly for the moment 
when his spurting flesh would fill her need. Her head and 
hands began to move in lightning-like swoops as she 
hastened him on. 

Flame shut her eyes a moment, then caught a last 
look at Dolly’s bobbing head, Blaze holding her hair 
again and the rather wild look of excitement on his 
face. She shook her head as though drugged and stum- 
bled off through the field and off into the woods. 


It was that night that Dolly, after trying again and 
again to get Tommy to go to Charles Town in the morn- 
ing (to buy things she said they were out of, and to have 
someone all to herself), walked out of the house and 
straight to Mary’s shack. A word said and Cuffee scam- 
pered out and off into the night. A bit later and Dolly 
was back in the big house, and shortly thereafter Mary 
(with a piece of paper clutched in her hand) went prowl- 
ing to look for two certain bucks who had been con- 
spicuous by their absence lately, and about whom certain 
tales had been told. Dolly had thought they would be 
a good choice. It was a hard trek to Charles Town on 
foot. They would be told to run...or else. Fit punish- 
ment for those who insisted on fighting. Such was taboo 
on the Swamp, and they knew it. They had both clammed 
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up upon being questioned, muttered unintelligibles, and 
that was it. Well... would two such bucks admit to 
being pulverized by a wench? Slim’s wounds were con- 
fined to one cracked rib and a constant cough, but Buck 
was a bit worse-off. He would still be able to function 
as a man probably, but it had been a close call. 

He walked with a pronounced limp and groaned from 
time to time, as he did now by the tiny campfire he 
and Slim had built off in the woods. He shot up a quick 
look at the approach of the scurrying feet, moved to 
get up, but then gave up. 

“Who's that?” he muttered savagely. He jabbed the 
sleeping Slim at his side. “Psst!” 

Mary walked boldly up to them and held out the piece 
of paper. She looked from one to the other. Her sneer 
was pronounced. “Ain’t sure which a yo’ is the dumbest. 
Gotta gives this ta the otha.” 

Buck growled in rage and managed to get to his feet. 
He winced at the pain, and scowled fiercely at the 
grinning Mary. “Stupid bitch!” he snarled. 

“Stupid ‘nuff ta knows who done kicked the shit out 
a the two a yo’. Oh, ah knows,” she shushed him, “got 
mah ways. Men! Bah!” She walked close to him and 
made a grab for his crotch. When he shrank back quickly 
she knew she had him. Her tone softened. She smiled, a 
smile of promise, and rolled her hips for him. “When yo’s 
bettah,” glancing with a smile at his groin, “why, ah, 
we...sees.” She switched her ample hips at him, but: 
when he grinned at the thought of future action, her 
expression soured. “Lissens straight now. Ifn yo’ doesn't 
... ah tells.” When she saw the worried look on Buck’s 
face and the same on the hound-dog face of Slim who 
was simply sitting up, watching and listening, she went 
on. “Yo’ two takes this note.” She handed it to Buck. 
“Takes it ta the Herr quick! Ifn yo’ loses it, er—-.” She 
shook her head savagely at the possible consequences. 

They nodded eagerly. It would be an awful trip for 
them, but....And then too, a chance to get to the big 
town was really something. They could do it. They knew 
damn well they could as they read rightly the merciless 
expression on Mary’s face. 
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“Yo” runs jes’s hard’s yo’ kin...all the way. Now 
GITIr’ 


Meanwhile, work went on at the Swamp. It was true 
that the bucks were missed by Tommy who growsed that 
he needed them in the fields, lazy as they were, but 
Dolly was a master at covering, dissembling, and dis- 
tracting. He forgot about them and threw himself into 
his work of supervising, wanting the place to look as 
good as possible when Herr Heinrich Von Schloss should 
arrive, complete with the immense and luxurious retinue 
of servants and paraphernalia he always insisted upon. 
Would his dark mistress Josette be with him? Tommy's 
ardor flamed. If he could only have her... some way. She 
was a beautiful, pampered creature, and so, so desirable. 

Yet, as Mary had her ways of finding things out, so, 
too, did Flame. She had made her friends, wenches as 
well as the more-than-admiring (drooling, would be the 
better word) bucks. It took several days, days in which 
she cared for Missy, grew to love her more, and grew 
hardened at the constant presence of her white mistress. 
Blaze was a different sort of thing. Quite. And when 
she discovered the reason for the bucks’ disappearance 
suddenly one day, she flew to him. 

Together, they stole out of the house and ran swiftly 
to their place, unknown to others as far as they knew. 
Up the river bank, to where a bend in the river gave way 
to the encroaching pines, they made their way. The 
moon was full and the shafts of pale light gleamed coldly 
down through the lofty trees. A carpet of dense and 
pungent needles lay ready and waiting for them as it 
had several times before. : 

They had been silent, she fairly pulling him along in 
her urgency, and unable to spill it out until she was 
there and alone with him. Now, when he threw himself 
down upon the soft stuff of the trees and wallowed lux- 
uriously in it for a moment, then lay back, stretched 
out, his arms extended upward for her, she simply sat 
beside him. This night would be different. 

In blunt words, she told him that, soon, armed men 
would come for him, drag him back to Charles Town, 
and then... 
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He shrugged and made a grab for her. 

“Fool!” she screamed. “They ain’t a gittin’ yo’! Not this 
time, nor no otha! Blaze!” She crouched over him, staring 
deep into his eyes, trying to fathom the innermost re- 
cesses of his mind. “Ah loves yo’. Loves yo’. Loves yo’! 
Don'tcha understan?” 

He nodded soberly, quieted now by her unbridled 
emotion. He didn’t shrug any more. He sat up beside 
her, and, with his hands on her knees firmly, ‘gave her 
back the look she desired. 

“Guess ah does, guess ah does,” he said quietly. 

“Does whut?” 
_ With the usual mannish reluctance to commit himself 

he stumbled around, fiddling with her knees and kissing 
her ears, her neck, then suddenly her lips. Finally: “Weil 
... loves yo’! What else?” He kissed her savagely and 
crushed her to his chest. “Oh, ah does, Flame. Ah really 
does.” 

She answered his physical embrace with kisses just 
as savage and abandoned and her hands crowded over his 
flesh as though she were trying to assimilate him. But in 
a moment, she became slack and turned her head. When 
she felt his grip loosen and then his hand under her chin, 
lifting her face to his, she said firmly, “Yo’ got ta run 
agin, ‘n ah runs wif yo!” She clutched at his cheeks with 
her strong hands and roughly, but with a strange tender- 
ness, bruised and then brushed her lips across his. She 
drew back quickly. “We got to!” 

She felt him stiffen, felt his great muscles ripple, set- 
tle like flattened steel. She felt him then go slack, then 
tense once more, then slacken again. “Whut yo’ doin’? 
What is it?” she cried, her hands to his face once more, 
lifting it to see into his eyes. 

He met her gaze for just a moment, then he pulled 
aside her hands. He got to his feet slowly and took a 
few steps away. He was quiet, but his fists clenched at 
his sides and his chest labored with quick breathing, 
Finally, he sighed, as though he had been through a 
struggle mentally, a rugged one that had drained him, 

She heard his one word with numbing finality. 

“Caint.” 

Her lips framed the word Why over and over and 
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her hands kneaded and dug into the soft carpet of needles 
as she leaned toward him, her lips moving, her eyes glow- 
ing bright with tears. 

He tightened his lips, then strode quickly to her. 
He knelt and took her by the shoulders, cradling her 
head on one of his arms. He told her why. 

“Tired a runnin’. Tha’s why. ’N sumthin’ else ah jes’ 
gotta get offn mah chest...ta him. Bin botherin’ me 
fer all this time, five whole years. Ah knows he deserved 
it, but... but... well, ah murdered a man.” 

She clung to him, not weeping now, but clasping 
him with all her strength, as though to pour her soul, her 
tortured feelings into him, and to dissuade him. “Who?” 
she asked finally, but she felt she knew. 

He nodded. “Hugh Scott. Ah drowned him... simple 
’n pure. He bin at me from the start, but ah wuz dumb 
at first. Then, when ah seed ah had ta go along ta live at 
all, ah done it. All he wanted wuz me. Yo’ knows ‘whut 
ah means. So, he was drunk that night, sittin’ in his tub, 
’n wantin’ me. He had me all right, and ah’ll neva fer- 
git the look in his eyes when he knew what ah wuz 
doin’, when ah choked him and shoved him deep under 
the water n held him down till the bubbles stopped.” 
He was quiet for awhile then. Both of them were, each 
lost in the chasm of their own dismal thoughts. And 
then he spoke quietly, matter-of-factly. “Helen n me, 
we set fire ta the place, dumped the indigo, then run, 

: ” He shrugged, but his fingers bit deep into her 
fles 

“AndP” she asked, her lips soft against his arm. 

“And...ah has ta tell Tommy. Tha’s it!” He tore 
himself away from her and once more strode off a few 
paces, ps 

She sat in abject fear, her helpless eyes riveted upon 
the man she loved, the man who would crucify himself. 
Why? 

He whirled upon her. He raised his arms high im the 
air and molding his hands into great black knotted fists 
shook them at the pale round moon. 

“Heah me? Heah me? Ah done killed him!” he shouted. 
“Ab killed Hugh Scott! Kill! Kill! Kill! He wuz a skunk, 
a terrible man, but a man.” His voice rose to a bellow 
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as he seemed to want the whole world to hear. “I killed 
Hugh Scott!” 

Whether it was terror at the terrible vehemence 
of his vcice and his words, or whether she was afraid 
that someone might overhear, she knew not. She was 
conscious then only of flying to him, her arms out- 
stretched, to throw herself at him, to merge her flesh 
with his—perhaps just this once more... perhaps forever. 


Three days later, Dolly, quite drunk, insisted they 
have a little party in the house. Tommy, completely 
sober, lost in his thoughts, was startled by her wild 
ebullience. It seemed unnatural, strained. Was it just the 
drink? ; 

He shook his head and scowled. She was on him in 
a flash. She grabbed a fistful of his long hair and before 
he knew which way was up she had poured half the 
contents of a bottle of rum over his face and down his 
throat. 

He choked and gagged, but she was relentless. Her 
sudden and wild strength was too. much for him; once 
more the bottle was shoved into his mouth and he was 
forced to swallow to keep from choking. By the time she 
was through with him his head was swimming and he 
was putty in her hands. He began to laugh and his 
hands roamed over her body. He pressed his face 
to her breasts and rubbed roughly. He chuckled and then 
slipped a hand under her skirt. 

“Party sounds purty good now. Yo’s a goddamn rough- 
neck, Dolly-gal, but yo’ sho got me in the mood now.” 
He leaped to his feet and grabbed up another bottle from 
the table. He tilted it up and drank at length... then, 
“Yeeow!” he yelled. He spun around and began to dance 
with her, one arm around her waist and the other swing- 
ing the bottle. 

Flame, Blaze, Hector, Missy all sat by the fire watch- 
ing, all with varied reactions. Dolly swung close to them, 
grinning happily, hugging Tommy. She roughed up 
Flame’s hair, then Blaze’s, then Hector’s. Then, suddenly, 
she stopped in front of Missy. Her smile broke off into 
a puzzled expression, not quite a frown. She was irked 
by the child’s presence, bothered somehow. 
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She pulled herself loose from the whirling, shouting 
Tommy. “Flame, git the brat ta bed. Then yo’ comes 
right back down. Heah me?” she snapped, her old self 
again. 

Flame nodded quietly, then arose and gathered Missy 
into her arms. Without looking at the others, she as- 
cended the Jadder and walked into the bedroom upstairs. 
She stayed longer than she knew she should. Dolly’s 
voice calling for her to come down was heard again and 
again. Yet she waited till she thought Missy was asleep 
before she left. What else could Dolly do? 

As she descended the ladder slowly, her back to the 
room, she heard a muffled giggling. Then; as she reached 
the next-to-last rung, she felt hands upon her hips, then 
what had to be a face rubbing back and forth across 
her buttocks, kissing her wildly, with complete drunken 
abandon, even the tongue searching deep within the 
crevice of her buttocks. She stopped and turned down 
her head slowly. 

It was Tommy, slobbering and kissing away at her 
as though she were something good to eat. His tongue 
found its goal as his fingers spread her cheeks and she 
stiffened quickly. What should she do? Her eyes darted 
about the room, looking for Blaze. He sat soberly by the 
fire, his eyes down, and his broad fingers tracing idle 
patterns in the ashes from the fire. 

Dolly came running up and yanked Tommy away. 
She laughed uproariously. “Nuf, nuf, Tom. Believes yo’, 
ah does. Hey, Flame! Gits yo’ black ass down heah. He 
done it all right.” 

When Flame’s feet touched the floor she felt Dolly’s 
hard hands on her waist. She was whirled around to 
face her. 

Dolly doubled over with laughter, pointing at Tommy 
who was rather sheepishly grinning just a few steps 
away. “Ah bet he wouldn't kiss yo’ black ass. "Magine 
that? Tha’s mah Tommy. Allus takes up a bet. Kinda 
likin’ it, too, ah thinks!” . 

Within a very few minutes, Dolly had her dress off. 
Tommy was naked and Hector had dropped his pants. 
All were naked—ready for Dolly’s party. Grimly, at first, 
Blaze, then Flame, drank the rum forced upon them. One 
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drink, then another, then another. Hector needed no urg- 
ing. He had his own private stock anyway, and had 
been surreptitiously nipping at it most of the night. 
Inhibitions were gone—if there were any. Hatreds were 
momentarily lost in the dizzying swirl of mind-whirling 
rum and the shouting, singing, and laughing. Even Flame 
felt good, Even Blaze. The rum had done its work. 

Suddenly, Flame seized by the fire of the drink and 
beside herself with unquenched excitement began to 
dance with wild, jungle abandon. It was no ritualistic 
thing, no rite, simply the complete letting-loose of all her 
sensual feelings. She wanted sex, craved sex, was sex as 
she danced. 

The others formed a sitting ring around her while she 
danced in the circle, leaping high, throwing out her 
arms, tossing her breasts, juggling them, thrusting them 
to each in turn, then laughingly turning away. Not yet 

..not yet...She began the dance of the belly-dancer, 
her hips swiveling as though each were a separate living 
thing, her groin bumping, thrusting, inviting, touching 
the faces of each of the grinning spectators. She threw 
herself back suddenly, bowed her back in a great arch, 
touched her hand to the floor behind her head, and then 
began to shimmy her belly, her hips, her pelvis. She sang 
a wild song, one that seemed drawn from the very guts 
of the darkest, steamiest jungle night. - 

She walked this way: first to Tommy, her legs spider- 
ing around him, her bushy sex thrust close to his face. 
She bumped and ground her sex against his grinning face 
and slipped away eel-like each time he tried to kiss, to 
grab her. Then Blaze, with just a flashing flick of her 
hips, then Hector whom she pushed backward with 
quick, thrusting motions of her hips until he actually fell 
over. Then to Dolly she went...slowly, her hips mov- 
ing more sinuously.than ever, one hand only now behind 
her supporting the weight of her body, the other flick- 
ering over her black, gleaming, sweating, writhing belly 
and sex. Her fingers dipped like tongues into the black- 
ness, the pinkness of her, then she moved in close, her 
thighs crowding under Dolly’s arms, encircling the plump 
white breasts and sides, forcing the arms to come to her, 
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to caress—as they did. She twitched her groin, just 
touched Dolly’s lips with a feathery brush of hair. 

That was enough. Dolly lurched forward. Her hands 
flashed under the twisting, churning buttocks, pulled 
them close, then burrowed her face in Flame’s steaming 
thighs. Hardly more than a touch from Dolly and Flame 
collapsed writhing on the floor, legs widespread, limp, 
breathing heavily, her eyes shut, her loins twitching in 
great spasms. 

Dolly looked at her in wonder. How did it happen 
so quick, she wondered dizzilyP She needed more. 
Tommy was beside her then, roughly pushing her to the 
floor, shoving apart her legs, mounting her, penetrating 
her, thrusting and plunging like a satyr gone mad. And in 
a moment, he was done. He lay stiff on her while he 
quivered and shook the whole length of his slender white 
body. 

But Dolly hadn’t enough. There was more to be had! 
She scrambled out from under Tommy and crawled over 
to Blaze. She shoved her hand into his lap and fondled 
him roughly. He was ready, had been for some time. She 
smacked her lips, but then a chuckle bubbled out. She 
yanked on him, then pointed to the still-sprawled-out 
Flame. “Fuck ’er! Wants ta watch! GIT!” 

Blaze grinned, wagged his head drunkenly in agree- 
ment, then slowly took a long, long drink from the bot- 
tle beside him. He smacked his lips as the fiery cheap 
rum blossomed like some burning dower in his gut. He 
shoved away Dolly’s head that had swooped down into 
his lap while she waited. He sprang, vaulted, over her, 
and onto the one he wanted. Flame grunted and opened 
her eyes suddenly as she felt his weight upon her. Her 
grin matched his and as he plunged down and into her 
her arms swung around his neck, pulled his head close to 
hers, and her thighs swung up and around his waist. To- 
gether, they swung into the elemental movement of man 
and woman. Their need was great, tremendous, and the 
frenzy of their bodies was a whirl of dizzying, writhing, 
plunging motion. They rolled and thrashed about the 
floor, first one on top, then the other. Heedlessly, they 
crashed into the others who howled in glee and helped 
them on with plying fingers and hands. They rolled clear 
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across the floor, locked in sexual embrace, never losing 
contact. By the blazing fire, Flame suddenly spread wide 
her thighs and in her wild eyes was a look that told him 
the end was upon her. With a bull-like rush, he drove 
his deepest into her and twisted and turned unijl she 
pounded the hearthstone so hard it seemed her hands 
must break. She bit at his shoulder until she drew 
blood. It drove him to greater fury and the wet smacking 
of her buttocks on the hot stones was like that of a 
trip-hammer. He roared out suddenly and the muscles of 
his buttocks tented, ridged. He was stiff as he threw his 
sperm deep within her fecund loins. 

Whatever else happened that night was anti-climactic, 
was lost in the welter of. drunken revelry. Vaguely, 
Flame was conscious of Tommy between her legs and of 
the full white shape of Dolly billowing, shifting, pressing 
down upon the face of Blaze. Dimly, she saw the black 
big form of Hector sprawled out in the open doorway. 
And then she knew nothing at all. 

An hour passed, perhaps another. One figure stirred, 
a white, heavy-bosomed one that lurched to its feet, 
fell heavily with a grunt, then crawled slug-like, ghostly 
in the light of the dying fire. She groped and swore and 
knocked over an empty bottle with a crash that smashed 
it upon the hearthstone. She staggered to her feet, stum- 
bled across the room, searching. In the kitchen, she found 
a candle, then lighted it with exaggerated carefulness 
from a burning ember. 

On tiptoe and shushing herself and giggling as she 
clumsily stepped over the sleeping bodies, she made her 
way to her bedroom. She threw open the door, caught 
her foot on the sill and fell heavily to the plank floor. She 
lay quite still and immediately began to snore. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


In the cold light of dawn a great fire burned. The 
blacks all clustered about, watching in awe, fearful, ges- 
turing, doing nothing. 

The big house was a sheet of flame, waving like a livid 
banner of death. Then a figure emerged from the door, 
ran swiftly out and into the crowd, then another. 

Blaze had been the first and in his arms he carried 
the still-sleeping form of Tommy. Flame was last, run- 
ning for all she was worth, with Dolly under one arm and 
Missy under the other. 2 

“HectaP” Blaze shouted at Flame. 

She shook her head and looked grimly at the blazing 
house. There was ominous creak, a trembling in the 
entire structure, then the roof caved in with a great cloud 
of smoke, dust, and flame. They all watched as the re- 
mains of the house—and Hector—crumpled like a leaf in 
the horrible heat of the fire. 

Dolly came to, wriggled loose, and broke from Flame. 
She stared numbly at the burning house. Her finger went 
to her lips. “The candle,” she whispered. “Ah done 
fell...” Her eyes darted about wildly. She seemed to 
go mad. She screamed and cried and moaned and beat 
her breast until she could hardly breathe. 

“Mah house! Mah house!” she screamed. She ran close 
to the inferno, as close as she could and stared at it 
fixedly, transfixed in her grief. 

Flame became suddenly aware of the stillness of the 
slight figure she still carried in her other arm. It was 
quite still, and seemed cold. She stared down in horror 
as the realization struck her. “Mah God! Mah God!” she 
moaned, “Missy... Missy’s daid. Thought I got her out 
in time.” She sank to the ground and cradled the dead 
child in her arms. 

All stared at the black woman clutching the white 
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child close to her breast. Tommy moved slowly toward 
her, then knelt beside her. He touched Missy’s face, 
fearfully pulled back an eyelid, then let it drop. He 
pressed his cheek to the plump little breast and listened 
...to nothing. With a hardly muffled sob he bowed his 
head, resting it half on Missy, and half on Flame’s 
breast. His shoulders shook with unrestrained grief. 
Flame’s hand crept over his cheek and held him close. 

Dolly had heard. She turned slowly, face white as 
chalk. She stalked toward them and snatched Missy from 
Flame’s arms. Her hand flashed out and struck Flame 
viciously across the face. 

“Yo’ bitch. Yo’ big black bitch! Yo’ done killed mah 
chile!” She whirled on all the blacks who now retreated 
from her wrath. She shouted at them, raved and santed 
as she held her child in her arms. “Wuthless scum! All 
yo’ fault. Black animals! Bastards! All a yo'l” 

A cry of rage sounded behind her. The child was 
snatched from her arms by a Tommy gone mad himself. 
Tenderly, he kissed the cold forehead, then laid the child 
on the damp grass. He stood up slowly, walked to his 
wife, and hit her with all his strength. She flew backward, 
stumbled, and went heavily to the ground. She whim- 
pered once, then lay quite still. She was conscious, but 
barely so. Tommy looked at her without emotion for long 
seconds, his face a mask of contempt. Then he turned to 
Blaze and to Flame. He said nothing aloud, but the 
look in his eyes was eloquent. They knew he had opened 
his heart to them. 

Perhaps too late, for at that precise moment there 
came striding down the street the two bucks—Buck and 
Slim—and with them two brutal-looking, well-armed 
thugs, each with a pistol in his belt, a large knife, 
and a musket pointed directly at Blaze. 

Dolly sprang to her feet. “Theah they is! They come! 
Now yo’ gits it, yo’ black bastards. Yo’ neva come back, 
this neva happen!” She swept her arm toward the 
smoking remains of the house. She never looked at the 
lifeless little body on the ground. 

The two men—Negroes and very hard, capable looking 
men—pointed their muskets directly at Blaze now. One 
of them spoke, to Buck. “This it? He whut the note says.” 
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Buck nodded eagerly. “He it.” 

“He gonna burn... slow, reaaal slow. We got a special 
tree fer runners. The Herr, he laks that.” He chuckled 
and prodded Blaze with the muzzle. “Yo’ a big son of a 
bitch, but ah’m thinkin’ yo’s gonna sizzle jes’ lak all the 
lil ones.” 

Flame threw herself at Tommy. She clutched his 
shoulders, his face. She was beside herself now. She 
begged and pleaded for mercy, finally resorting to the 
fact that Blaze had saved his life, hadn’t he? Carried 
him out from the fire? 

“Yes, yes, that’s right,” he agreed, but the conviction 
was not there. He was too shaken from the fire, the 
death of his daughter, the fury of his wife, and now 
the sight of the fearsome men whom he knew came 
from Von Schloss. His eyes darted to Dolly. 

She smiled grimly and held up her hand. “Helps me 
ta mah feet, husban.” Her voice was the old whiplash, 
his to obey. 

He went to her and held out his hand. Clumsily, she 
got to her feet and then proceeded to cuss him out with 
all the fury at her command. She swore the most lurid 
oaths heard on the Swamp in years. Tommy blanched 
and looked nervously about. When he saw the pleading 
look of Flame, his eyes dropped. 

She screamed and went berserk. She leaped at the 
lead man and caught him completely by surprise. They 
fell to the ground with a heavy thud and she pounded 
and bit and scratched at him while he swore and 
pounded back. They were of equal size, but she was 
insane with fury. Her hands were on his throat, her 
strong fingers sinking in deep, his face purpling. 

Slim and Buck jumped to his aid then, slamming 
down on Flame, yanking and hauling her off. Blaze made 
a move to help her, but felt the muzzle of the musket 
jammed into his throat. 

“Don’t move, er yer daid—now,” the thug snarled. 

Flame was finally subdued, tied, and dragged off to 
the spring house for later action. Her cries of frustration 
and rage were terrible to hear. 

As Tommy gathered his child in his arms and walked 
slowly away from the house and the milling crowd. 
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Dolly watched with satisfaction as the two thugs tied 
Blaze’s arms securely with leather thongs, lashing them 
so tightly that the blood welled from his wrists. Then his 
feet were hobbled with a chain and lock. 

“Git!” He was shoved ahead of them roughly. His 
head was bowed and his shoulders slack as he was 
prodded, rammed, with the musket muzzles. The trio 
moved off, watched by all the blacks, and Dolly. She 
watched until they were out of sight. She watched for 
another minute, then snarled at the Negroes, still around, 
to get away from her. She tumed to look once more at 
her house. 


Tommy dug the graves himself, a small one close by 
that of his brother Hugh, and then a larger one some 
distance away. While the blacks laid away the remains 
of Hector—what little there was—he carefully settled 
the blanket-covered form of Missy in her grave. He 
managed to keep himself under control until the last 
shovel of earth was finished with. He turned to Dolly 
and shook his head like a man in a dream. 

“Ah knows, Tom. A terrible thing, but we’s strong. We 
kin bear it... you ’n me tagetha.” She took his hand 
and led him away, back to one of the larger shacks she 
had sequestered. And while she walked she told him 
softly of all that had to be done now, and how it would 
be best to forget, to throw himself into his work, and 
build a bigger, better house than ever. 

But Tommy did nothing that day. He stayed in the 
shack, ate nothing, said very little. At night, he simply 
walked out, went to the grave of Missy and Hugh and 
sat for hours like a statue. From time to time he pressed 
his hand first on one mound, then the other. His soul 
cried out, but the tears were gone. { 

In the morning, he walked straight to the spring house 
and untied Flame. Dolly was with him and biting her 
tongue to hold back her anger. She saw from his face, 
however, that she could be treading on dangerous 
ground. Something had occurred during the night and 
she seemed to have lost control. 

The three of them walked down to the river, Dolly 
holding back slightly, wanting to insert and assert her- 
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self but fearful yet. Tommy stood on the edge of the 
bank and looked out over the red-glimmering water. His 
face was expressionless, his eyes vacant. 

Flame felt much the same. She sat down with a weary 
sigh and stared moodily at the fog-filled meadow on the 
other side of the river. 

Dolly sat carefully at Tommy’s feet, then touched his 
leg, pulling gently to get him down. He sighed heavily 
and sat in the wet grass with her. She smoothed her 
arm over his shoulder and pulled him close, saying noth- 
ing at all. 

“Mastuh Tommy, suh!” 

The three of them whirled around their heads and 
looked stunned at the black figure of Blaze striding for- 
ward to them. He stopped but a few feet away and 
looked only at Tommy. He waved his hand as Tommy 
started to speak. 

“They’s daid,” he said quietly. “Killed ’em, ah did.” He 
paused, shut his eyes, drew in a deep breath, and then 
said, “Ah has ta say it, Tommy. Yo’ ‘n- me was friends 
long time ago. Ah allus knowd it. And... and ah caint 
live no mo’ wif this thing on mah back, mah chest, cut- 
ting open mah heart. Ah killed those two... yes... 
jes lak ah killed yer brother Hugh!” 

Flame felt her heart jolt so hard that she thought it 
must have stopped. God! Oh God! she thought. He done 
it! Why? Oh why? 

Tommy was stunned. He stared in disbelief. “Ah caint 
believe it, Blaze. How ... ?” He crawled to his feet 
and stood looking directly up at the giant black man. 
His face was distorted with pain and he shook his head 
as though to deny this thing. 

Blaze opened his eyes and looked deep into Tommy’s. 
“Ah did. Ain’t offerin’ no excuses. Killed yo’ brother. 
Tha’s all. Sayin’ sorry ain’t no good. Knows it.” And then 
he simply stood very still, waiting. 

Tommy shook his head even more. He glanced around 
frantically at the others; then bolted and ran off up the 
hill toward the buildings. Dolly was right on his heels. 

“Tom? Tom-boy? Waits!” she cried. 

When they had gone, Blaze spoke to Flame. “Where’s 
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Tiny? Got ta see him jes’ once. Tha’s all. Takes me ta 
him.” 


They brought sleepy Tiny down from Ginger’s shack 
back to the water's edge. Together, the three of them 
stood quietly, simply looking out over the water. Tiny 
was querulous, full of sleep yet, and wondering what 
it was all about. 

Flame stood over the sitting Blaze, holding his head 
to her thigh. She stumbled over her words, hardly knew 
what to say. She sensed keenly his morbidity, that he 
was ready to die, that perhaps he even wanted to. Had 
she, herself, felt that way at one time? She thought she 
had, but it was wrong. There was something to live for, 
wasn't there? Wasn’t there? She clutched him terribly 
tight to her warm thigh and stared down at his im- 
passive face. 

He spoke. “’Spects the worst, ah does. Yo’ knows it.” 
He shrugged, but laid a heavy hand on her bare foot. 

“He won't do anything!” she said eagerly, frantically. 
“Tommy, he not the kind. Yo’ jes’ goes back, ’n... ’n 
...” Her voice faltered. She knew. He knew. Back to 
what? 

A crackling in the brush from up the hill startled her. 
She whirled, clutching him closer yet protectively. He 
never moved. 

“Mah God!” she moaned. “Mah God... .” 

It was Tommy—in the lead—carrying his Kentucky 
rifle. Dolly was beside him, just back, a faintly discerni- 
ble and very grim smile on her face. Her eyes were dots 
of black in the bright sun. 

“Run! Run!” Flame shrieked to Blaze. “He agonna kill 
yo!” She yanked to get him to his feet and shoved at 
him with all her great strength. 

He stood up, turned and waited, his arms at his sides, 
his head high, and his eyes leveled at Tommy. 

The latter stopped not ten paces away. Slowly, the 
rifle came up, readied, but the hand trembled, seemed 
unable to move. : 

Dolly nudged him. Her voice was merciless, seething 
with vengeance. “He killed yo’ brother. Yo’ brother!” 
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The rifle swung up and he sighted quickly. A quick 
pull of the trigger and it was done. 

Blaze, shot clean through the heart, tottered like a 
great tree, then fell heavily to the ground. Flame 
screamed once and threw herself upon him. “Blazel 
Blaze!” she cried. She kissed his face again and again and 
moaned and sobbed until she thought her heart would 
burst. Somewhere, somehow-—through the crying of her 
heart and her voice—she heard a light laugh. It cut her 
soul like a rusted knife and chilled her to the bone. It 
dried the tears, shriveled her soul. She became still and 
heard it again. She turned her head and saw the white 
woman with the faint smile on her lips, and then heard 
the taunting little horrible chuckle again. 

Flame kissed the cooling lips once more. She began 
to move, to arise. She vaguely noticed the wildeyed boy 
walking backwards away from them. Her eyes were 
focused much more clearly on Dolly. She was the sum 
and summation of it all—the Alpha and Omega of life 
and death on the Swamp. She rose to her feet and 
stalked toward Dolly. Tommy, she hardly noticed. He 
seemed petrified, made of stone, his glassy eyes riveted 
on the inert form of Blaze. 

Dolly became frightened. She clutched at Tommy’s 
sleeve. “Shoot her, Tom! Shoot her! She agonna kill me! 
Tom!” she wailed as she suddenly saw Tommy rush 
down to the fallen Blaze and kneel beside him. His hand 
reached out and touched the cold breast, bright now 
with blood. He bowed his head and wept openly. 

“Tommy!” Dolly shrieked once more. She retreated 
from the stalking Flame. She held her hands before her. 
“Don'tcha touch me! Don’tcha! Yer crazy!” She walked 
quickly, crab-like, backwards, her bare feet scrabbling 
for footing as the relentless black figure of Flame came 
closer, swifter, the eyes pure hell-holes of revenge, of 
justice. 

The riverbank was closer than Dolly thought, and 
crumbly. It gave way with a suddenness that catapulted 
her down into the swirling water. She screamed as she 
fell through space. Then there was silence after the 
splash of her heavy body. 

Flame stood on the edge of the bank and watched 
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with a grim satisfaction of her own. Two long snouts 
moved out from the overhanging bank, white teeth 
gleamed. There was a rolling as of bumpy logs in the 
water as the alligators dove. The water roiled, churned, 
... Flame shut her eyes and turned slowly. 

She stood by Tommy who now held the hand of Blaze. 
In a quiet voice she told him Dolly was dead. In a 
quieter voice, he said it didn’t matter . . . nothing mat- 
tered at all. The world was wrong from the start. At 
these words, he looked up to her with a buming gaze 
for a moment, then he looked out at the shimmering 
green fields—the harvest of blood—and then he moved 
his head slightly for her to sit by him. 

Hours later, they still sat, each lost in his and her 
own grief. 

As she gazed once more upon the lifeless form she 
felt... nay, she knew, because of the warmth upon her 
back from the beating, life-giving sun and the pressure 
of Tommy’s hand upon hers suddenly, that perhaps life 
was stirring somewhere. It was too soon to know, but an 
instinct as old as earth itself touched her for a moment, 
and she felt herself fecund with new life ... his and 
hers. She shut her eyes and saw once more the great 
ees man, the man who had given her life... and 

ope. 
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Leader of a tribe where only the strongest 
and bravest were chosen to fight... 
Tall, high-breasted, more beautiful than 
a eran ee spell-binding than a 
witch . 


Brutally captured and sold into slavery, 
Flame soon learned how to use her beauty 
and body to rule her masters. 


PRINTEO IN USA 





